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JUST AS ELDON HELD HER CLASP.D TO HIS BREAST, GERTRUDE STEPP“D OUT ON 


A FATAL JEST. 


{A NOVELETTE.) 


CHAPTER I. 


The long green lawns are fresh with dew, 
4nd eee hf afer y feet 

Of sunbeams, and the air is biue 
At morn, and, ob! so cool and sweet. 





4 heaves a floral sea ! 


The skies have gained a summer glow, 
And amile as they look down on me ; 

The birds sing toads from copes and spray, 
A welcome to the merry May.” 


"Wait, Elsor, what's ap with you?! Why do 
you look so glum?” 
look glam t” 


it Dg I 
“Worse than that, old fellow, Decidedly 


{ miserable. There's a wretched hang-dog kind of 
alr about you, as thongh you were going to be 
executed.’ 


**So I am.” 

‘Whar, executed! What do you mean? 
What crime have you committed t”’ 

“None. Only 5 might jast as well have com- 
mitted all sorts of crimes.” 

"Do explain |” 

The gy cs on the steps of a fashion- 
able clab in Piccadilly. Thay were both young, 
both good-looking, and from thelr general aspect, 
bearing, &c., seemed both to belong to the army. 
Here she resemblance ended, for one was very 
dark, with coal-black halr and movstache, brown 
eyes, av olive akin, and an Immense frame; the 
other was only a little above middle height, 
slightly, yet gracefully made, with fair halr and 
grey eyes, that locked strange fn contrast with 
his face, ‘deep bronzed by kiss of enetern 


sune. 
"You are curloua, Desmond,” sald the latter, 
with a mirthless laugh. 
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SS 
eos. Sastess 


THB TRRRACK BEHIND THEM 


“Tam. Do you wonder!’ 

“No, You always take « lively interest in my 
affairs.” 

" O! course Ido. Ever slace we wore jacketa 
and toppers, and thrashed Harrow so soundly 
ar you batted so splendidly." 

ae ex,”* 

“Now, what is It}" 

“Come in, and Til tell you.” and together 
the two friends went Into the club, and over 
brandy-and-sodaz Eidon Elsor told his woes to 
Dadley Desmond, his sworn friend and companion, 

‘You know my uncle, Sir Gsoffrsy, fs ec- 
centric?” 

** Yes, perfectly.” 

*‘And, well—as he has educated and brought 
me up aod all that, I suppose I ought not to aay 
it, but—rather stingy.'’ 

“Yes,” laughed Desmond. “He certalaly 
bears the reputation of being close,” 

“That is a polite way of putting [t. You 
know all I have of my own {z three hundred a- 
your my mother left me!" 
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‘ Yee,” 

* Not overmurh for a fellow In a crack reg!- 
ment to bave to spend besides bis pay.” 

“No, I couldn’t make ft do,” and sgain Des- 
mond laughed his rich, mellow, jovial laugh 
‘Why, I have as many thousance, and don’t 
find it any too much,” 

“No, I guess not. Well, when we came from 
Cypree I went shead at Malta, and then when 
we came home I betted and lost, and Mved hard 
and got into debt,” 

*' Did the old gentleman psy }” 

* Yes, he paid.” 

“How much}” 

*‘ Two thousand five hundred.” 

“‘Ab! <A good sum for himto part with. It 
must have been a wrench,” 

“Io was—like taking out all his grinders,” 

‘I should think so, How did you manage to 
get him to part?” 

“Worried him quietly, and told him {[t would 
never do to let his helr be dunned for such a 
paltry eum.” ‘l 

“Bat you are not his heir,are you! By that, 
I mean, that, though the title goes to you, if he 
dies childless he need not leave much else,” 

‘ Nothing, unleas he pleases, Even Eldon 
C.urtis hie, My aren dincher was euch a spend- 

thrift that he made awey with all his pos- 
seesions,” 

‘' Defrauded his descendants }” 

“3 think go.” 

“Sir Geoffrey must have been particularly 
furtunate In Indla to have amaszed so much 
wealth,” 

*Slogularly fortunate. He bought back the 
family estates, and other lands as well, and has a 
reund sum {fn consols and forelgn stock.” 

** Nice for his heir,” 

“ If you mean me by that, I don’t think It is 
a} all nice for me,” 

“Way not!” 

“Becaase I've been brought up luxuriously 
and useleesly. I’m good for nothing but the 
army. And if he chooses to disfnherlt me I 
shall have to leave the profession I love, and live 
in genteel poverty on hundred a-year,” 

** Bat he won't disinherft you,” 

* He may.” 

“Why do you speak with such lugabrious cer- 
tainty, as though your belng cut ond of his will 
waa @ foregone conclusion 1” 

* Because he has made a atipulation which I 
now find very hard to fulfil.” 

When did he make ft.” 

“ When he pafd that carsed two thousand five 
hundred for me.” 

*‘ And what is the stipulation t”’ 

‘Taat Tehould marry at any time he named, 
aud, moreover, & lady chosen by him.” 

* Phew | Eldon, that’s hard Mnes!” 

* Yes ; a heavy price to pay for my debts,” 

“Rather, That accounts, ther, for your 
gloominess,” 

" Ten’t it enough to make a fellow gloomy !” 

“I should think 20; more than enough, 
But you must be hopeful ; he may leave you In 
the enjoyment of alugle blessednees for along 
while yet.” 

‘I wish to Heaven he would!” groaned 
Eldon, “ but the bolt has fallen.” 

“ By that you meen ——{”’ 

¢ Tat he has ordered me to marry withias 

eor.” 

“Poor fellow! And has he found the 
darosel who ts to hold the prond position of 
tefog the future Lady Eldon of Eldon 
Court?” 

* He has found ‘vo!’ exclalmed the other, 
with another dismal groan, 

“Two! But—I say, old fellow, you can’t 
marry both, you know, unless you mean to live 
at Utah, or join the Tarkish army, and become a 
tatied pacha. Plurality of spouses fa nob recog- 
nised ia England.” 

“Of course not, Don’t you understand, you 
blockhead "— with angry despair" that I am te 
cheoze a wife from this pair of females }” 

“Ob, I c3ool” retarned Dudley, good- 
netaredly, ae naual, and not in the least pus oud 
at being termed s “blockhead,” " Aud who are 
these ladies *'’ , 





Neighbours of my uncle.” 

‘* Have you ever sven them!” 

‘I belleve I did yeare pge, when I wore peiti- 
coats and pinafores,” 

“Ther, of course, you don’t remember 
therm §”’ 
~ Not in the least, They !lva at Mayne Place, 
about five miles from the Court. And when I 
have paid a short and fiying visit to my uncle I 
have not seen them, aa they spent a good deal of 
time in Italy and the south of France, one of 
them being delicate.” 

“ Are they elstere {”’ 

" No--cousins,” 

"Rich $” 

“ Yes and no,” 

“* What do you mean }” 

** One is rich, the other poor.” 

‘© Which is which ?” 

"Gertrude Mayne, the Squire's danghter, is 
helress to six thousand a year; Marguerite 
Mervyn bas fifty pounds per annum, which pays 
for her gloves and farbelows.” 

“ Then she fs a sort of poor relation /” 

“Tn reality she je, only lam told Mr. Mayne 
makes little difference between her and hie own 
daughter,” 

** Ave they pretty?" 

" Uncle Geof says a0,” 

" Dark or falr 1” 

tf Both,” 

‘*There you agaio. What do you mean} 
Have they fair skins and dark hair, or vice ver sii, 
or fs ft that one ls a8 white as a lily and the other 
blooming as a roso.’’ 

**T mean that ons has bine eyes ; and let me 
—, What did uncle term her hair!” refisc- 

oe ee . 

oh eel auggested Desmond gravely, 

**Oarrotty, then f”’ 

“No; I’ve bit 1b, corn-coloured.”’ 

" Jehoshaphat!” whistled Dudley, '‘ that Is 
an expression for a sober old bird like Sir 
Geoffery 1” 

“Yee, Rather ebertiing.” 

“ And the other #" 

Black locks——” 

*' No, you mean raven tresses.” 

' Chiparone,” laughed Eleor, some of the gloom 
clearing off his handsome face. 

"Well, I was only d Sic Geoffrey,” 

* Dark eyer, majestic fgure——”’ 

‘* That sounds corpulent,” 

" Qaeenly, then, Will that do?” 

‘*That’s better,” with an approving nod of his 
dark head. 

“ A sweet temper. Anifability iteelf.” 

‘* Which fs the hefress? Black or white?” 

* White.” 

‘¢ I thought so,” 

“Why!” 

" Because you- sald la trune was amiable, Now, 
my experience {s that hefresses are not amiable, 
They don’t take the trouble to please.” 

‘*Perhaps they don’t think there fe any ne- 
ceselty to—that thelr money-bags will make-up 
for a deficiency of sweetness of disposition.” 

**T don’t see why they should, Everyore 
isn’t hunting money.” 

* Yoa, for instance.” 

‘* Agreed. I should never value anyone accor- 
ding to their wealth.” 

* You wouldn't think much of me, if you did, 
old map, would you?” 

* Possibly not. Now, to return to our 
muttons. Mise Mervyn, knowing she iz poor, 
does all she can to make herself agreeable and 
lovable, while Miss Mayne is doubtless arrogant 
and havghiy.” 

“Not at all, If report epeaks truly, she is 
more lovable than Miss Mervyn, only, as {s natural 
in one fu her position, Is a ttle self-willed and 
wayward, Her father, of course, has spolled and 
petted her, still she is described se being of a 
stogularly bright, winning disposition.” 

** T am certain she won't turn out half as nlce 
as the poor one,” declared Desmond, obstinately. 

"Rubbish! That’s jast your fad to thiok 
everyone with money is a brute ; and let me tell 
you, my boy, It’s my firm conviction that if you 





get half a chance you'll} fall ia love with penntizy, 
Mies Mervyn.” 

‘Bat you eee I ehan’t even have bolt, 
chance,” 

‘Vm not ao eure of that.’ 

** What are you driving at now ?” 

Haven't you heard that the regimens js 
ordered to Clemow ¢” 

iti 0. $9 


Well, ft Iv, and that charming town ie on'y 
four miles from Mayne Place.” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Desmond. 

“ Andina any case, if oura had not been ordereg 
there, I should of course have taken you down 
introduce you to my fature wife,” here he made 
a wry face, and her relatives.’ 

“To ‘the pair of females,’ fn fact ?* roguishiy, 

‘ Yeu,” 

“ When do you go?” 

“ To-morrow, worse luck.” 

“Tt cortalnly is very pleasant fo town just 
now,” and he glanced at the well-thronged, ian. 
ift street, and the blae sky above, 

“Pleasant! It’a delightful, and to have to 
leave it and bury oneself in a country house is 
maddening.” 

'€ Perhaps you won’t find it 10 bad when yoo 


get there.” 


“Bah! It can’t be woree,” reburned Eidon, 
irrieably, 

**There’s no shooting nor hunting now, snd 
fishing I detest, eee tennis fs too feminine 
game, too milkish and watery sport to interes 
me much ; and to have to knock abont balis face 
to face with a woman, or two women, who know 
you've been {mported to propose to them, and 
who expect you to do it from minute to mluate, 
fs intolerable.” 

"Don’t go, then, Tell Str Godfrey you'd 
rather be excased.” 

"You know I can’t,” anewered Hidon, a sullen 

the beauty of his fatriace, ‘I 
can’t face poverty, after the life I’ve led.” 

/' Thea face a pretty wife, and make tho bes 
of ft. 

“It’s very well for you to preach—you with e 
ood income, and no ons to please save yourself, 
f you stood In my shoes——” 

" Teouldn’t, my dear fellow, if I tried ever so 
hard they’d never fit me,” with a glance st his 
friend's small, well-ehaped patent leather-clad 
loot. 

"You'd think {4 confuurdedly bard to have 
to marry a wife chosen for you by somebody cleo 
before you were ys 

"No doubt I should,” he assented, grave'y. 
** And then to inset on his project being carried 
out now, in the height of the season, is most 
unreasonable, I’ve heaps and heaps of engage 
ments and invitations.” 

“That's jaep why he takes you. away, tekee 
you out of the reach of temptation, You might 
see some bright-cyed, fair girl, who would 
steal your young affections, and circumvent his 

lane,” 

“] shouldo’t mind so much {7 it were antumu 
I might get on then by days spent amonget the 
atubbles or at the covert sides.” ss 

“Doubtless. Only it fen’t autumn, and you'll 
have to go all the same.” ; 

“It's abominable. I haven’s heard Sigrid 
Arnoldson yet; and they say ehe is simply 
charming as Zerlina, while Patti singe sex! 
Saturday In J! Barbiére, and I shall mifea*hat o 
wol).” 

“No matter, Elsor! When you are a Bent: 
dict your rich wife will let you live where you 
like, if you only manage her properly.” 24 

“I may not have a rich wife, My kind 
relative will probably Insiss on my choosing ‘he 
poor one,” ‘ 

“ Still, you'll get his money Intheend.” 

"The game behardly worth the candle, 
he answered, moodily, a look of sullennesé 
settling: in his eyes, and it was there the next 
day as the train whirled him rapidly towards 
Mayne, the nearest station to Eldon Court, aod 
he oceupied himself with the Sporting Life, and 
gave never a glance at the “ fioral sea” around, 
at the waving branches fn their livery of tender 
green, the heaps of Lllac bloom, the hedgerows, 


white with may, the meadows gemmed with 
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many ® flower, the “wind blown grass” and 
gunllt rivers. 


CHAPTER Il. 


“ Brown eyes, blae eyes, 
Eyes (uli of fire. 
Eyes touder, meitirg with love's desire.” 


A watt phaeton, splendidly horsed, was walt. 
4ng at the station for him, and as he got Into tt 
aud took the ribbons from the smart groom, a 
sigh of pleasure escaped his Ups. Aiter all, 
there was nothing like money In the world—ip 
could procure so many luxuries, so many 
delights, Poor devils without two sixpences to 
jingle on @ tombstone, as they say fn the 
emerald isle, couldn't find much fan In life, and 
might jast as well put an end to thelr miserable 
axistencs. Now, he would come under that cate- 
gory if be were foollsh enough to thwart his 
ancle ; and so, as he drove aloug, he reflected 
seriously on the matter, and determined to do 
dls best to comply with Sir Geoffrey's wisher. 

‘It wouldn’t be auch a bad position, being 
master of all the splendid land that lay around — 
he was driving through property belonging to 
the Mayner-—hs thought, as he looked over the 
eunlit meadows, golden with buttercaps, the 
hedgerows white with thick, clustering may, 
and dim Illac bloom. 

Jofned to the Eidon estate {tb would simply be 
4 magalficent property, give the owner a fors- 
most rank among the Euglish-landed gentry, and 
6 rent-roll that would give every substantial 
comfort man could desire, and leave a big 
margio for follles, frivolitiee, and fads, 

‘I could keep a yacht,” he pondered. “ Uncle 
Geof has not a penny lest than twenty thousand 
a-year, and if he decides on the helress our 
fncome would be nearer thirty than twenty ; and 
some racers, and build a theatre to the Court. 
Nothing is pleasanter than private theatricuils 
during the wister, when one has a bousefnl of 
fricudg, and one or two shintog lights of the stage 
amongst them. Then I should the pre- 
serves In perfect order,” with a glance at a 
distant patch cf lesfage that proclaimed a wood, 
and another over the snow-flower-crowned 
ass turnip-field ; ‘and might be able to m 
& pack of hounds, and altogether have a rollick- 
ing time of it!” amd eo on, and so on, till he 
reasoned himeelf ont of his sullen mood tuto 
thorough good humour, as he went on through 
the verdant country, beantifal with its different 
ehades and colour, fits orchards white with bloom, 
{te young-leaved trees, {ts bird-volces jubilant 
aud gleefal ; the sunlit river sparkling as it 
flowed slong through the lash, emerald pasture- 
land enamelled by daizes, whose silver frills the 
soft wind shook as it careered lightly by, and 
vufled the murmuring waters so that the azure 
sky reflected fn it, as iu a mirror, seemed rofiied 
and disturbed as wail. 

“Well, my boy,I am glad to see you!” 
exclaimed Geoffrey, with more warmth than 
aousl, ae Elsor sprang from the phaeton, and 
rasped his outatretched hand. 

“Thanks!” sald the young man, simply, 

“Had a good journey!” queried the elder 
man, later on, as they ent ad dinver, both in 
drreproachable evening dreas. 

“Yes, Fatrly good,” 

* Town fall?” 


/ “Overflowiog |” reeponded the nephew, jast a 


touch of annoyance in his tone. 

“T suppose you did not ike leaviog ft 1” 
remarked Sir Geoff-ey, glancing at hic with hie 
a grey eyes, shaded by busby over-hanging 

rows, 

“Not at alli” returned the young man, 
coolly, holdfng up his glass of comet claret to the 
light, and appsaring to admire Ite rich, red 
Colour, , 

And yet you came?” , 

“Yes. I bad no cholee but to obey your 
request,” 

“Loft all the lovely ladies, and the dandy 
“wells that throng the streets and love to awelter 
cd broll fm the park, like Tarks or dogs, at this 


time of the year—eb #” 


“You!” leas coolly, and more abruptly. 


He didn’t like the other's enee:fak tons and 
mockicg face. His blood was hot, and easily 
bofled. 

“To come and ges on old uncle—eh! Tanned 
to the colour of an ancient hide, and about az 
tough!” 

*T won't contradict about the hide, and (he 
toughnezs, wir!” be said, curolng his feellngs ; 
“but—I came to see two charming demolselles 
whose portraits you have painted so glowingly,’’ 

* Humph !” granted the old man, still eyeing 
him. “ You're candid.” 

“ Surely you would not have me otherwise } ” 
exclaimed Eidop, with an expostulatory wave 
of the hand. 

“No, I don’t think I wonld!” acknowledged 
the other, frankly, “It was your independence 
and truthfalness that made me take a fency to 
you asa boy; and adopt you Instead of elther of 
my other nephews 7 


“And now! 
about #” 

** Well,” with a little restless movement of the 
fair head, 

In 10 to be ‘ well #’” 

“Do you mean do I intend to carry oud your 
wishes }” 

“You, Are you ready to marry?” 

"No; Iam not ready to marry |” 

Li Hem J ” 

"Sul, {f you wish it I will, I must bend my 
neck to the yoke.” 

“A pretty way, by Jupiter, of speaking of 
taking unto youreelf 5 wife—sucha pretty one 
too, as Mayne’s daughter or niece would 
make |” 

"It doesn’t matter tos man how pretty the 
Woman may be who fs destined for him when 
he doesn’t want to marry,” ssid the young 
fellow, moodily, sawing away savagely at a pine, 

"Spare the dish,” sald his uncle, regarding 
the sllver vessel with anxious eyes, ‘' It will be 
yours ove day, I have little doubt now, along 
with everything else ; still there ts no necessity 
to destroy it because you are put out at the 
proepect of having to marry sfx months soover 
than you would have If left to youreelf.” 

*[T certalaly should not marry In slx months 
if left to myself!" exclaimed the young man, 
angrily. “I bate the mere idea of belog tied to 
one woman for the whole of my life!” 

‘I daresay you do, my boy. You're fickle and 
a bit vaio, and no end of a ‘iirt, and you’il have 
to settle down and mind les convenances more 
when you're a Benedict than you do now.” 

“It’s not only that,” he went on, ‘ bat ons 
never knows what a woman may turn into,” 

“ What on earth do you mean !—that she will 
be transformed into a dog or a horse 1” 

“No, not exactly ; though I belleve they do 
sometimes become mules after marriage, as far as 
obstinacy fs concerned. I mean, s gir! courted is 
all honey, and sweetness, and smiles ; a wife very 
frequently {s vinegar, sournéss, and frowns, and 
naga and badgers a fellow to death!” 

“What a picture!” chuckled Sir Geoffrey. 
“Why can’t you look on the bright tide of 
matrimony !” 

“There isn’t any bright side,” he declared, 
obstinately ; “It’s all clouds and darkness!” 

“Nonsense! Many men are perfectly happy 
married, and adore thetr wives.” . 

* Atany rate, you didn’t try this pleasure you 
are recommending me so strongly, Uacle Geof,” 
with a quick glance at him. 

“No, my boy, I did not,” he acknowledged, 
“and do you know why!” 

** Becauss you feared the long tongues of the 
fair sex, I suppose 3” ' 

‘No, Elsor, it was not that. I was engaged, 
and my wedding-day fixed, and my promised 
bride was a sweet, falr young thing, I met her 
there,’ nodding his head towards the cast, “and 
J thiak I should have been perfectly happy as her 
husband.” 

“Then why did you nob marry her!” asked 
the young man, segerly. 

“She died |'’ answered the old man, eadly, a 
sudden melancholy in his keen eyes, and aoften- 
Ing of his atern face. 


As to this matter I wrote 





“Of what i” 





‘aolern. She was taken fll at eigbt o'clock 
at night, acd died the next day abt five, and wae 
buried twenty-four hours later, on what would 
have been our wedding-morn |” 

*§ Poor Uncle Geof!” stretching out his hand 
and layiog [t on his uncle's, 

Yes, Elsor, you may well esy thah!” with 
a heavy sigh. “ Her losi was a death-blow to all 
my hopes, the blasting of all that was young and 
genial in me! I seemed to wither up and be- 
come old, and crabbed, and sour; to care for 
nothing, to loss my interest fu my fellows ; in 
word, to becoms what you kuow me as—-a stern, 
hard, gloomy man.” 

‘*Tt is no wonder you should have altered f” 

“No; and time bas not healed the wound. [ 
have never forgotten her—nrever can forget her 
At times, when I am alone, I seem to hear he: 
soft, sweet laugh, and the ring of her girilsh 
tones, to see her biue, tender eye: Gxed on me, 
and feel the touch of her lotle hands and warm 
lips, long since stiff and cold in death!’ 

“Time {s supposed to soften grief.” 

‘'T¢ may to some; not tc me, who loved as [ 
loved——nay, as I love, for her memory fe still in 
expresalbly dear to me! Nothing could aver 
make me forget her. When I think of her, av I 
saw her that glowing Jane day, lylng fn her 
bridal dress in her coftia, lowers strewn over the 
Kfeleas form, on the pulse'est breast, in the wax- 
like flogers, the long laches eweeplog her white 
cheek, looking as though she siept, aud had noi 
left me for ever, the pang is jast as keen and hard 
to bear av it was thex,” 

The old man’s voice faltered over the last 
words, and rising abraptiy from the table he left 
the room, 

Poor Uncle Geof,’ murmured Elsor, com- 
pasatonately, throwing down his servictte and 
slso rising, “Whe would ever bave thought 
there had been a romance fn his life? Ons does 
stumble on to queer things In this world. Grim, 
stern, hard, I didn’t think he could care for a 
woman, and here be has been faithful to the 
memory of one nearly fifty yeare,” and thiuking 
deeply he lt s clgar and strolled out on the 
smooth lawn that felt like velvet to the feet, and 
listened to the nightingale pouring forth a flood 
of aiivery ripples and trills, worthy of the 
‘poet bird” that elogs of faltbfal love, 

*« Come, 'Eleor, the horaes are waiting,” shouted 
Sir Geoffrey, the nex) morning, as bis usphew 
came reluctantly down the broad oak staircaee, 
looking @ trifle sullen, {6 must be sduitted, and 
yet handsome enovgh, in his jaunty, well-cat 
tweed enit and deerstalker, to win apy woman's 
heart, no matter how fastidlous or hard to please 
she raight be. 

“Time enongh, uncle,” he aald, frritably, 
“ We don’t want to get there before juncheon- 
tins, Iv's not twelve yet, Sorrel and Bilge 
Peter will do it fn balf an hour,” 

“There’s time enough for jou, my boy, 
laughed the Baronet, grimly. “ You're young, 
and have al! your life before you, I’m growing 
old, and I confess I'm eager to have another 
giimpse of Gertrude Mayne’s bius eyes; they 
put me in mind of those others I loved.” 

"That pretty well decides {t,” thought the 
young man, "I’m booked for the heiress. ° 

“What a laggard fn love you are!” went on 
the other, vaulting futo the saddle with a grace 
and agility many youths might well have envied, 

“Yes, I’m not keen on the sport,” acknow- 
ledged Elsor, mounting leleurely the sorrel mace, 
ava patting her glossy neck. 

‘*You had better cultivate a keenness, then,” 
sald his uncle, sternly, relning In the powsrful 
iron grey he rode, “I will have no disrespect 
shown theze ladies, Do one thing or the other. 
Refuse to comply with my wishes, and take the 
consequences, or do your best to woo and win 
your wife ina manly, honourable fashior.” 

“Ts is hardly ltkely 1 should treat them with 
disrespect,” he answered, coldly, I am a gentle- 


n. 

**T am glad to hear ft, acd I hope you'll act 
like one,” retorted the Baronet, 

"Do not fear, I shall bring no dlegracs on 
our name In that respect,’ and then the two men 
rode on In stlence, one with an angry heart and 
sense of annoyance that was intolerable to his 
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haughty t, the other chuckling secretly at 
the ate. way in which he had brought 
Klsor to the point almost of proposing for one 
of the girls he deafred so ardently for a niece-In- 
law, 

Elsor was obliged to admit that Mavne Place 
was a besatiful house, and the garden and 
grounds geen ig aa they rode up the 
tanned drive to imposing flight of marble 
steps leadieg to the door. He was also obliged 
vo admit that the three female figures on the 
lawn were eminently graceful and elegant ones, 
—-. he didn’c know who they were exactly, 
still guessed them to be Miss Mayne, Miss 
Mervyn, and « friend. 

‘*Mr, Mayne was at home, and would receive 
them,” the butler Informed them ; "the ladies 
were in the , 

Elsor felt a momentary sense of embarrassment 
as bis uacle presented him to Mr. Meyne, and 
that gentleman turned his handsome blue syes 
on him ecrutinizingly, for be felt he was being 
studied to see if he would muster for 
pre for oo daughter or n wba) Lj shook 
o appleasant feeling, and grace- 
fully and ensily to his heette remarks. 

“The young ladies are in the garden, | hear!” 
observed Sir Geoffrey, after a little deeultory 
conversati 


or. 
“ Yee,” reeponded Mr. ne, “shall we join 
them }” -_ , 


"I think {t would be a good move,’’ anawered 
the Baronet. "Jt looks charming out thers! ’ 

**Iols charming, We spend a good deal of 
our time there this weather, cepecially 
now that we have a don guest staying with 


8. 
** Ab, Indeed! I saw your girls bad a friend 
with them ac we 3 

“Yes; Mrs, Linklater. Her hueband’s abroad, 
and she’s been golpg to so many dances that she’s 
knocked up a bit, co Gerty asked ber down here 
for a while to see what fresh alr and early hours 
will do towards restoring her strength.” 

Elsor, as he heard, aliently cursed his fate. 

Mrs. Linklater wae 8 gay, frisky young matron, 
without an idea beyond drese, lovers, and admir- 
ation, which she waa so greedy of that her 
friends (') dubbed ber the “ Octopus,” a name 
which clung to her pertinaciously. She was very 
pretty, very fast, and very uascrupulous, and 
wae martied to a rich man twice her age. She 
and Captain E'don had met in town, and certain 
tender paseages passed between them, eundry 
firtations by moonlight, &c,, and he well knew 
than she would expect these tender attentions 
renewed, which now in his prevent position as 
aspirant for the hand and heart of another he 
could not do, So it was with no small amount 
of embarrassment that he followed the elder 
mep, and found himself bowing to the ladies and 
shaking hands with them, while three pairs of 
eyes were fixed on him with glances of no little 
curiosity. Gertrude Meyne’s biue ones, Mar- 
gauerite Mervyn's brown ones, and Dorothy 
Linklater’s grey ones, and the latter were tender, 
melt'ng with love's desire. 


CHAPTER IIL, 
*' Gleaming through the beecher 


Bathed fo gelden suniigh 
at 1GeD 6 
Rustling i> the — 

“T thick Iknow Captain Eldon,” announced 
the grase-widow, smiling sweetly, and holding out 
a emall, white hand, loaded with jewels, that 
Eleor was obliged to take, and which was left In 
his graep until he felt he would rather it was a 
bear's, eo that he could get rid of Ib, 

“Yee; we have met in town,” he acknow- 
ledged, constrainedly. 

“We are quite old friends,” with great em- 
phasis, and another melting glance, 

Qaite. I believe we met a yearago at Lady 
Patchoull’e sob 63%” 


‘Oh! eurely longer ago than that!” she 
expostulated, 





“I think not,” 

“It must be, We have met so often, Weare 
quite old friends |” 

“ so are we old friends of Captain 
Eldon’s,” laughed Gertrude Mayne, s mis- 
chievous light gleaming in her blue eyes. “ We 
played blind man’s buff with him when we could 
hardly toddle, and he was a naughty boy In a 
= a and wanted all the sweetmeats him- 

"Do you really remember that?” he asked, 
turning to her, a winning smile chasing the gloom 
from. bis face. 

‘IT have a perfect recollection of It,” she an- 
swered. ‘Evpectally the part where you appro- 
priated all the goodies, leaving none for us!” 

“Did I actually behave in such a bearish 
way!’ 

“You actually took all the chocolates,” struck 
{n Margaret Mervyn, fn her ful! rich tones; 
“‘and ft is no wonder Gerty remembers {t, seeing 
that she would have liked them ail herself !’’ 

"*Ts that a fact, Miss Mayne?’ asked Elsor. 

“T daresay it is,” she acknowledged, frankly, 
"*T am terribly fond of chocolates, even now ; 
and I have no doubt that I was proportionately 
dismayed when I aaw you appropriate them all, 
and that that has fixed the memory of the affair 
{po my mind,” 

“Yes, I suppose so. What an opinion you 
muet have held of me all these years |’ with an 
admiring glance at the slight, graceful figure tn 
ita robe of purest white, and the baautiful head 
with ite crown of burnlehed coll-. 

“You never gave usachance of altering It, 
you see,’ she replied, with ancther merry, mils- 
chievous glance, 

“Ne. I am afraid I have been remiss {0 
calling,” he acknowledged, a slight accession of 
colour in his bronzed cheeks, 

** You, have, slightly.” —- 

* Then my profession, of course, le a great tie 
My =o has been in India for some years,” 

hi es,” 


“I know my uncle hes made up for my remias- 
ness of late, at any rate.” 

“Yes, he has been here often, and we are 
always glad to see bim.” 

‘ 83 tells me, His happleat hours are passed 


“It fe very good of him to say so,” said his 
young hostess, . 

“TI can't wonder,” answered Elsor, gallantly, 
hia old feellog of admiration for the fair sex 
coming out strongly again now that he was 
brought face to faca with beautifal women, and 
forgot for the moment the dark matrimonial 
cloud that hung over him, ‘“I can quite under- 
stand a man feeling perfectly happy here!" and 
he gave her a meaning glance, and she met it; 
and as the grey eyes gszed Into the blue each 
seemed so get an insight into each other's nature. 

“ He ts o flirt!’ she decided. 

‘Miss Mayne is an undoubted coquette !” he 
thought. 

“ Captain Kidon, fs it really true,” strnck In 
Mre, Linklater, in her childieh voice, “ that your 
regiment comes to Clemur next week |” 

** Perfectly true.” 

* And how long do you think the charming 
Pifferas will be stationed there!’ with a little 
aff-cted twitch at her drapertes, 

* A year at least,” 

“How delightfal |” 

‘' Perhaps longer.” 

“ That will be enchantlog |” 

“Whyi Are yon going to remain in this 
neighbourhood 1” 

* Yes, it agrees with me so well that I thick of 
taking a house here while frank is away.” 

“Ah! Have you seen one you like i” 

" Two.” 

*' Bat you can’t live in two houses,” 

“Of course not,” promptly. ‘ Only I don’t 
know which I like the better of the two,” 

* Or rather,” putin Miss Mervyny'with a queer 
unfatbomable look tn her dark eyes, asshe turned 
them on the little fluffy-haired, extravagantly 
dressed woman, ‘you can’t make up your mind 
as to which you like the better of the two.” 

“Perbeps that is it, Captaln Eldon, I shall 








count upon you to help me with your exceliens 
—-—. Youmusd help me to decide.” 

"I shall be most happy,’’ retarned the Captain 
amiling, and looking at the pretty, coguettish 
flirt, who was doing her best to reestablish old 
relations between them—vangle him once more 
in the mesh of her rosy toils. 

“Then will you drive over to Galthorpe to. 
morrow with me, and {if you have time we cay 
look at Gunley House aleo!” with an apward 
glance of the soft, grey eyes. 

Mra. ter’s eyes were lovely, and upwird 
glances from them telling. 

* Certainly, if you wish it.” 

“J wish it very mach,” in low tones, meant 
only for bis ear. 

* Miss Mayne,” he said, coolly turning to 
Gertrude, ‘I am sure you are a good judge of a 
cosy house, Won't you help your friend in her 
decision and come too, to-morrow }”’ 

“T have been twice already,” ahe respouded, 
laughing, and looking at Dorothy, “ and { don’s 
thiok my opinion would inflaence Mrs, Linklater 
the least lictle bit {n the world.’ 

“Gerty, how can you!” murmured that lady, 
affectedly, feeling slightly wrathful that Eidon 
should show eo plafnly that he did not care for a 
téte a téte drive with her through rural lanes and 
rustic scener, and determining to make hin pay 
for it somehow or the other. 

* Still two or three heads are better than one,” 
he urged. ~ 

‘Nop if they haveo’t much brain fn them," 
interposed Miss Mervyn, who felt an un- 
reasonable sense of annoyance whenever the 
fale Dorothy turned the full artillery of ber 
charms on Elsor, which ehe did very fre- 
quent!y. 

“That fe a grave insinuatior,” remarked the 
soldier, with sffected gravity, looking ai 
Marguerite, and wondering why he didu’t 
admire dark women, being fair blmeelf, ard 
admitting that her dark loveliness had some- 
thing very queenly and noble about It ; for all 
that, he preferred looking into Gertrude 
Mayne’s bine eyee, or Dorothy Linklater’s grey 
ones. 

“I did—not—mean, of course, that you,” she 
began, stamaieringly, while a hot flash mounted 
to her cusky cheeks, 

* Had a ckull, devoid of brains,” put In Mise 
Mayne. J 

“[ hope not,” rejolned the Captain, ‘ ss i 
have no means by which I can assure you that 
it fe replete with those usefal things,” 

“ Act Mke a philosopher,” went on Gerty, 
wickedly ; “' show none of the fanlte and fallings 
of youth. Be stiff, and stern, and sober, snd 
elrcumspect in every way, and by those meant 
you will be atls to convince my critical ccz that 
you are not empty-psted and frivolous,” this last 
with a little pointed glance at the graes widow, 


| who was smoothicg out her tiowncee with dainty 


white digits and downcast eyes, and, therefore, 
did not see it, 

“Gertrude, how can you talk like shat! 
expostulated Miss Mervyn, in evident distrees. 
« What will Captain Eldon think of me!” 

“That you are Minerva, Juno, and Solomon 
rolled into one,” answered the lively heiress, 
her blue eyes actually dancing with fan st tbe 
idea of shocking her more sedate and state7 
cousin, s 

“ Perhaps Captain Eldon does not cars ior 
Miverva-like women, in fact—bine stockings, 
put in Mrs, Linklater, innocently, with jas » 
glance—s rapid, fleeting glance—under her love 
lashes, at Marguerite Mervyn's statuerque face, 
thab wae not altogether kindly. 

* Possibly he doesn’t,” put in Mies Mayne, 
quickly. “What man really dose? And there 
is the luncheon bell,” she added, aud they 
strolled off towards the house, Elsor walking by 
her alde, Sir Ge firey chatting to Marguerite, 024 
Mr. Mayne escorting his fair gues, for there 
was little kindly feeling between Miss Mervyo 
and Mrs, Linklater. % 

The former was & ee non 

lanned ; the latter, a pretty, frivolous, no 
Crupulons flirt—a woman who would do avy- 
thing to compess her ende, who was rob 
particular as to her conduct, who took presente 
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from men other than her husband, and openly 
dispisyed these trophies of her chase in the 
poudolx of her dainty house fn Mayfair, who 
made up her delicate complexion with skilfa! 
touches of rouge and poudré maréchele, and dyed 
her tow-coloured hair till it aesomed a sunny 
tint, and pinched her walet, and epent a large 
slice of her time with ber milliser and dress- 
maker, and who, when attired and ‘‘ finished ” 
for the fray, wae certalnly an extremely nice- 
locking llttle personage, most fascinating and 
dangerous to members of the opposite sex; 
looking not a day more than two-and-twenty, 
though ebe was quite ten years older than that, 
and innocent and mirthfu! as a kitten, succese- 
fally bidfog under a childish manner her savoir 
fuire and general knowledge and fiightiness. 

Mies M did not like her, and was too 
honest to hide {t. Miss Mayne, on the con- 
trary, was partial to her,and amused by her 
affectations and audacities, and insisted, in her 
nena! wilful way, on asking her frequently to 
Mayne Place ; invitations that were not always 
accepted by the fast, little blonde, who y 
found better and more congenial sport here, 
but, hearing that the Pifferas were going to be 
stationed at Clemar, and seeing that the shadows 
ander ber soft, grey eyes were beginning to 
deepen, Mrs, Linklater had accepted Gertrude’s 
Invitation, and wae likely to prove an obstacle in 
the way of Elsor’s wooing the helress. 

‘'Ten’t Ib a lovely day!" sighed the grass 
widow, ecetatically, the next morning, ar, attired 
fo the neatest of tallor-made costumer, she 
stepped Inte Gertrude’s pony phaetop, and eank 
down {nto the seat beside that for the driver, 
which she knew would be Captain Eldon. 

“Yes; tt isn’t bad,” sald Miss Mayne, coolly, 
as she got Im after her, followed by Elsor. 
” Margaret,” to her cousin, who stood on the 
steps seelpg them off, “‘you are a goose not to 
come, 

*‘Cannot,” returned Miss Mervyn, ‘ My cor- 
respondence has got sadly Into arrears.” 

“ Well, leave it for another day.” 

"No," she murmured, “There are some 
letters that I must answer this morning.” 

"Billet-doux!” muttered the fair Dorothy, 
as Eldon gathered up the reins, and the pair of 
skew-bald ponies eet off ab a emart trot. 

" Detestable woman!” sald Mies Mervyn, half- 
aloud, as the pony phaeton dissppeared in the 
distance. ‘‘ What fe it about her that fascinates 


every man? I suppose it must be her fastness.,- 


Only—I am eturprised ab Captain Eldon; he 
should have better taste,” and, with an impatient 
sigh, she turned, and going ‘nto the house, sought 
the pretty morning-room abe and Gertrude shared 
-- re and sitting down, tried to write her 
ethers, 

Bat a2 unwonted restleseness pervaded her 
whole being; she could not settle down, and 
between her gize and the paper would come 
& handsome, bronzed face, with a heavy, fair 
moustache and grey eyes; and In her ears 
= ring the melodfous tones of Eisor E!ldon’s 
voice ; 

“It ts absurd,’ she sald, at last, with » half. 
laugh and e little gestare of annoyance. “ J ast 
as though I was in love with bim, and I have 
known him four-and-twenty hours,” and then 
she threw down her pen, and, calling her deer- 
bound, Turcoman, por a bad, and went out for e 
stroll fn the grounds, 


ae 


CHAPTER IV. 


" Oh, for youthful lovers 

Bunny days are aweet | 

And the sun’s bright radiance 
Gladly now we greet. 

Let the moon’s pale 
Colder mortals sway, 

Bot for youthful lovers 
Give a summer's day !” 


* Wert, what do you think of It?” 

Mrs, Linklater stood in the drawing-room at 
Galthorpe, right in the middie of the room, and 
the bright sunshine streamed in on her through 
four of ite seven great widows, making a sort 
of halo round the fair head, and shining fn the 


rey eyes and on the delicate skin an& dainty 
ee 


*' Charming! ' exclaimed Gertrude, 

* Perfect!” added Eldon. 

"You r think 801” looking at bim. 

‘Really, It is a perfect house, perfectly ep- 
pointed.” 

* Hardly large enovgh,” she chjected, throw- 
ing a disparaging glance round the big room. 

“ Not large enough?” echoed Gertrude Mayne. 
“Why, Dorothy, what sort of a place do you 
want? A barrack }” 

“A near hit that,” thought Eleor, “ A barrack 
would just suit her, if she thought she could 
garrison It with her pet « fiicers,” 

"No, said Mre, Linklater, slowly, “ only I want 
& house large enough to erable me to ask svffi- 
clent people to form a good audlence when I give 
my private theatricals. Now, there are not 
enough bedroome here.” 

‘* Fifteen good ones,” expostulated the hetress, 
“‘and ten smaller ones, besides the servants’, 
Surely that ought to be enough 1” 

“At the outelde that would only accommodate 


le,” 

wh very fair number for a house-party.” 

* Perhaps. Notfor.an andifence, thongh.” 

“ Bat you know you can always put some of 
the lesser lights amongst the men to roost in the 
village, or even at the Lodge, or turn the harness- 
room over the stables Into a bedroom ab 4 
pinch,” suggested Eldon. 

"Yes, So I might,” agreed the grase-widow, 
brightening visibly, ‘' Not at alla tad idea. If 
they wouldn’t mind.” 

“ET bave slept more than once fn s harnese- 
room,” declared the Ceptain. 

‘In good houses {"’ inquired Mrs, Linklater, 
who despite all her money, and her sssumption 
of fashion and importance, was only a nouveau 
riche, and not “ap” io the ways of the beav 
monde, therefore always afraid of making a falee 
step. 

"Yea, very good. Lady Galway’s, the Duchess 
Ge Lafitte’s, and Mrs: Sanscon’s, All women of 
ton.” 

“Ob, yes! Mra. Sansen would do nothing 
that was not comme i! faut.” 

“No. Nor her G.ace of Lafitte,” chimed in 
Gertrude, with a armile. 

‘* Besides, there fz the theatre, Few houses 
have that attached to them,” remarked Eisor, 

‘*No, that Is trne. We must go and take 
enother look at it,” and the trio left the dainty 
dressing-room ail pale blue eatin and plush, and 
filmy laces, and made their way down the 
long Saramolin marble corridor that led to the 


Tt wae perfectly appointed In every respect. 
The seats » giving a fair view of the stege ; 
the dra’ pretty, the drop-scene artistic, and 
the Bg ope ” numerous and in good order. 
In fact, second inepection of the miniature 
temple of comedy and tragedy proved so satfe- 
factory that Mra, Linklater decided upon taking 
the house, and signified her intention to the agent, 
who was waiting for her decision with due and 
becoming bumility im the retirement of the 
brary ; after which they re-entered the phaeton 
and drove back to Mayne Place, arriving there 
just in time to dress for dinner, at which meal 
Mrs. Linklater’s new home was diecuseed at 
length. 

Apparently, Captain Eldon found the fioffy- 
baired, filrty ilttie woman amusing, for he joined 
her after dinner, and seating himself beside her, 
commenced an animated conversation. 

In fact, she did amuse him, Her anecdotes 
were racy, her chatter tncessant, and it diverted 
his thoughts from the impending marrisge that 
loomed darkly on hie hor!z.r, and made him feel 
jasb a little awkward with Marguerite and 
Gertrade, 

Neither Sir Gecffrey nor Mr, Mayne noticed 
his attention to her, nor thought anything of It, 
for, being a married woman, they thought she 
was safe, - 

In that they showed thelr wofa! ignorance, for 
really ale was a dangerous rival to the two 
maidens, and not being in the matrimonial 
market held a special charm for Captain Eldon ; 
bbesides, she was unecrupulonr, and when a 








woman ebielded by » good man’s name fs tbat 
she can do a vast amoun?> of harm, Ab any rate 
she meant to monopoillse the handsome Hnesman 
if she could, for she rather more than feuciod 
him, and was, Micreover, flattered ab having such 
a handsome etring to her bow, and exerted her- 
self to fascinate and please him. ; 

" You will come to Galthorpe very, very olten,” 
she was murmuring, ‘' when your regiment fs ab 
Ciemur 1” 

‘* Need you ask” he reeponded fn the same 
tones. “I shall come as often as I may.” 

** You may come every day, when you canact 
atay altogether there.” 

‘My duties will put that cut of the question, 
you know, unfortunately. After my present 
long leave of absence the chief won’t be inclined 
to los me have much more untill the satumn.’” 

‘Then do you Intend making atay at Eldon 
Court }’' Inquired Mrr. Linklater, looking at him 
lazily through her long leshes, though, in reality, 
she was keen to bear his answer, 

* About a month. I have spent some weeke in 
town already.” 

‘Avd then you rejofa your regiment at 
Clemur +” 

ii) Yes,” 

"Your uncle wili be glad to have you near 
him.” 

“ He professes himself so," returned the yourg 
roan, a dark cloud falling over bis handsome 
face, 

“ And others will be glad as well,” she mur- 
mured, with enpressement, adding to herself, 
“Vii beba dcezen of Jouvin’s best the old man 
wants bim to marry one of those girle—the 
helress for choice, Galthorpe is only four miles 
from Clemur,” she went on, alond. 

" Just 9 pleasant ride over,” he sgreed, 

Yes; I hope you will take the ‘ pleasant ride 
very often!” 

“You may depend on it I shall,” he returned, 
easily, and the grey eyes met th other grey 
ones so ful! of fire, and a look passed between 
them that Gertrude Mayne, crossing the room 
towards them, saw and wondered at ; and thea, 
with a conscfous and affected lowering of the 
eyelids, Dorothy L'nklater bens down her head 
and played with her fan, while she sald,— 

“Of course, I shall geb up some private 
theatricals as soon as I can get a sufficient number 
of people together. Now 1 want you to promise 
thab you'll play Claude Melnotte }” 

"OF course I will, to Miss Mayne’s Pauline |” 
he added, audaciously, os tbe approached them. 

“What are you saying, taking my name in 
vain?” she asked, gaily, flashing a glance st 
him from her beautiful biuc eyes, that somehow 
or other made his pulees throb as never look of 
Dorothy Linklater’s had, 

‘*T was saying I would play Claude Melnobte 
at Mrr. Linklater’s theatricala if you would play 
Paaline, Will you 1” 

‘Of course I will. Dailghted to. Dorothy, 
when will they comeoff? When are you going 
to begin, and make arrangements about them 5” 

**Oh, you whirkwind!’’ laughed Dorothy, 
languldly, not altogether well pleased that her 
fickle beau should wish to play the part of lover 
to handsome Gertrude Mayne, and yet conscious 
that she was too short for the part, noh majestic 
enough; her nose, too, a trifle too much tilted 
towards Heaven to make her # good ‘exponent 
of the fair Pauline, “Iam not at Galthorpe 

e ” 

“No, bub you soon will be,’ retorted the 
helresse, ‘if you continue as much In love with 
your now house as you were this morning,” 

** Perhaps,” with a filrt of the white feathers 
in her hand. 

“Weil, dont you think you had better fix 
Jaly?” 

" Yea, if you like,’ iadifferenbly. 

** What do you think, Captain Eidon }” 

“Oh, decldedly July. Town will be empising 
by that time, and Mre, Linklater will be abie 
earily to get a house full of people.” 

“Possibly,” she drawied, trying to hide her 
——— at hia evidend and rather andden wish 
to please Mies Mayne, ‘‘only you forget the 
rebearsals, We shall want to begin within 
the wext fortnight, to be perfect by the end of 
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July. My friends won't leave town until the 
season fg over, and they will hardly feel 
willing to come # handred and fifty miles ¢wo or 
three times a week to attend rehearsals,” 

“No, of course not,” Elsor, readily and 

, anxious to have the theatricals take 
place at any cost, for it had just struck bim it 
would be rather pleasant to play the part of 
lover to Miss Mayne fn the eafe character of 
Claude Melnotte, if not on his own account ; 
“but why not have the cast from pecple ia the 
neighbourhood }” 

“T don’t know many ‘people abous here,” 
she objected, feeling she was belog driven into a 
corner, 

“ Miss Mayne does, and the Pifferas come to 
Clemar very soon now. I know Dethfel! and 
Mothune will join our company with aomethiog 
more than plessure ; aud Denbigh of the Blues fs 
staying at Stoneham with his aunt, the Countess. 
He is capital at private theatricals, and as 
handsome a fellow as you could possibly wish to 
see,"’ 


“Secure hia by all means, then,” she 
exclaimed, beginning to thaw at thls prospect of 
a@ new admirer. ‘‘ Dat will he be remaining in 
bhe nelghbourhood long enongh to permit of hia 
joining us?’ 

**Yes, He bas alx months’ sick leave,” 

"Now what ie the use of an invalid?” she 
asked, angrliy, 

"Ob! it’s lang disease you knows doesn’t’ 
incapacitate bim at present, ard the pine 
ae about Stoneham wii! do him no end of 
go ” 

* Will his medical adviser allow him to go inte 
society 1" 

“T do not know whether he will allow him or 
not,” lavghed Eleor, with that sasy, half- 
impudent familiarity of manner that men adopt 
towards married women whom they think are 
not worthy of much respect ; “bat I do know 
shat Denbigh will never glve up amusement 
while there Is a kick in him, and will dis, most 
likely, In war-psint or harness !” 

“How deeadful!” exlaimed Gertrude, tn- 
voluntarily, 

“Whatt” osked Elsor. 

**To think of a man taking no care of him- 
self, and dying suddenly in a ball-room, or on 
parade |” 

“To is a Mbtle ghastly,” and Mrs. Linklater 
shivered. She did nob itke the idea of death, 
and efx feet of earth; poor painted, frivolous 
Utele mortal! 

“He is not likely to die jast at present,” 
returned the Captain, conaolingly, ‘so we may 
as well ask him ; he will be snch an addition !” 

‘* Very well, do as you Ilke,” agreed Dorothy. 

“What are you all conferring about?” asked 
Miss Mervyn, jolaing them. 

**Peigate ihoatricale,” anawered Gertrnde, 

“Mra. Linklater Is going to give some ab 
her house,” explained Eldon, looking at Mar- 
guerfte’s olive skia, smooth and clear, her lovely 
mouth, chiselled features, and abundant dusky 
bair, and long lashed, melting brown eyes, and 
admitting, to himself, that she was uncommonly 
aandsome, 

‘*T eee,” che said quietly. 

**Capbaia Eidon ts going to play the part of 
my lover,” exslalmed the Ilttle flirt 
audaciously. 

‘‘Is he?” answered Marguerite, indifferently ; 
bat a eudden pain, the first of many and 
many on afcer twinge, shot through her heart 
at the thought that this man, whom already 
she admired so desply, should act, even In a 
piece, the part of lover to this frivolous little 
creature, whom, [n her secret heard, she 
detested, 


’ 





OHAPTER V, 
** Gae with azure eyes, 
And atlken robe of flowing white, 
And ornaments of pearl and costly lace. 
And beauteous wealth of waving corn-hued hatr, 
The other with ebon locks and dusky eyes, 
And gleam of diamond light on breast and brow.” 


“ Wet, Eidon, have you made up your mind 
yet, which fs the fafrest of the 'fair’?” asked 
Dudley Desmond, 





“No, I hayn’t,”’ answered Eldon, shortly, 

He was strugeling with a refractory shirt 
button, and felt ont of temper; for fb was 
already past the hour fired for Mra, Liaklater’s 

and they had to drive four milea, 

"T wish you'd make ap your miad soon," 

‘ Do you t " 

“ Yes,” 

* Perhaps I will, to oblige you, thea.” 

“ Do, by all means,” 

“Tean tell you one thing,” as he put the last 
touch to his tis, and dashed himself into a light 
overcoat, “Tadmire Miss Mayne most, though 
Tam quite willing to allow that Miss Mervyn fs 
as haudsome, ff not handsomer |” 

"<*Them's my sentiments, ” mattered Des- 
mond, as he followed bis friend out of their 
quarters aud got into thedog cart, thas whirled 
them rapidly towards Galthorpe, 

And later on as he stood in the blue satin 
drawlag-room watching the gay throng, and 
more particularly the heiress aud her consin, 
he felt that his friend had a difficult taek in 
choosing. 

Gertrude, with her sunay bice eyes, golden 
hair, and exquisite complexion, was very fair 
and sweet ; while the more majestic Marguerite, 
with her queenly figure and noble dark face, was 
fascinating in the extreme tohim. He hardly 
knew {t himself, but he was deeply in love with 
her, and dreaded lest Elsor s choice should fall on 
her, In truth, ke need not have feared, for the 
young man had decided on choosing Gertrude. 

Daring the long hob summer days they had 
often met at Gaitshorps and Mayne Fiance; and 
his love had grown and grown until all his 
objections to matrimony vaniehed, and he was 
only eager to hear her say ‘ yes” to his pleading. 
He was not sure she loved him, Gartrude was 
prond and a coquette, and something of Sir 
Geoffrey’s plane had come to her knowledge ; 
and thoughshe loved with ali the fervour and 
power of ber young heart she would not show It, 


only treated him to good doses of disdatn, | 


tempering them occasionally with a little kind 
treatment ec that he might not be frightened 
away altogether, 

To-night she was talking {2 an animated 
fashion to Cecil Denbigh, who admired her 
immensely, and pald her marked attentions, of 
which Eidon was madly jealous, though the 
poor fellow had ons foot fn the grave, and could 
hardly epare tims to give the CUsptain two 
fingers, whereat he waa greatly enraged, and 
revepged himself by flirting outrageously with 
Mes, L'nklater. 

Gertrude appeared sublimely indifferent to 
this, but Marguerite fixed her large melancholy 
eyes on him with a curious expressionin their 
dusky depths, and her replies to Dasmond were 
disjointed and Irrelevant. 

However, Elsor got his opportunity at last, 
and seized on it, He played the part of Clande 
in the most impassfoned style, and when the 
rehearsal was over, coolly her hand under 
his arm, and led her to the picture gallery, o 
great room with ke | windows from ceiling to 
floor, and cushioned seats {n them. It was 
dark eave for the moonlight that streamed fo 
chequered hes on the pollahed floor, and 
threw the tb cc mers Into black shades. 

" Aren't you afraid to come into this dark 
place,” she asked, with a [little laugh tbat had 
just a ahade of embarrasement fp it, as he led 
her to one of the window seata, 

‘IT should not be afraid of avything while 
with youl!” he responded, in s tone of badi- 
nage. ‘' Your beauty and goodness would exor- 
clas evil eptrits.” 

“T did not mean fn that way,” she said, with 


‘' The placa fs not lighted.” 

“Wellt” 

‘© Mra, Linklater avidently did nob mean the 
place to be used to-night as a promenade.” 

"Oe a resort—for lovers,” he said, auda- 
clously. 

“Don’t you tremble at the prorpect of her 
wrath ¢” 

“No, Why shosta 17” locking at her sted. 
fsatly. 





= on 


sao a0 
*' She seems such a very dear friend to you,” 
“She is a friend, cortalnly ; about being very 
dear I don’t know,” dublously. 
“ And if you did you woulda’t own to {t,” 


" Perhaps not,” coolly. ‘‘ Batb—I don’t want 
to talk about her, List us talk of ourselves,” 

"What an uninteresting subject!” with 
another forced laugh, and a tremble of the white 
hands that he boldly ’prisoned {a his. 

* Do you really think I am an uninteresting 
subject!” he asked, bending down and looking 
into the blue eyes, where the moon-beams 
lingered lovingiy. 

“Of course,” 

“Now, Gartrade,” calling her for the fret tine 
by her Christian name, “is that the truth or « 
fib t” 

No answer, 

" Tell met” bendiog still lower, 

“ Gerty,” with his Ups close t> her shell.ifk: 
ear, do you know—I love you f” 

She trembled at this,a thrill of delight ani 
trlamph running through her from head to foot, 

* Won't you suswect’ throwing one arm 
round her shoulders. ‘'Won’t you tell me if 
you care to know this i” 

"' Yes, I cave," she said softly, 

* And you do not think me presumptaous }"’ 

No.” 


** And,” healtatingiy, “do you--can you— 
give mo a little in return?” pleadingly, 

“All the love ef my heart,” she snswered 
suddenly, aud with such {utense passion fn thelr 
silvery tones that he was amazed, 

** My darling! Is it possibile you care for me 
so much?” he murmured, drawiag her closer to 
him. 
“So much that life would be worthless to me 
unless you cared for me!’’ restiog her face on 
his bosom with a long-drawn sigh of ecstacy, 
while her heart beat heavily against his. 

‘€ Dearest! What happiness for me!” he +r 
claimed, rapturously. “Do you know [ hall 
feared you did nob care for me.” 

“Whyt” she asked, raising her eyes and 
mesting the fond passfon of his, . 

" Because you often snubbed me, and seemed 
to repel my advances.” 

“ That is only a woman’s way when she wishes 
to hide her love from # man,” she explained, 
with a lovely blush, and droop of the white 
lids. 


“And why did you wish to hide your love 
from me, darling +” he inquired, tenderly. 

“ because,” she stammered, 

*' Because what!” he demanded, 

"T thought you were In love with someone 
elee |" ‘ 

“In love with someone else!” he echosd 
“’Whot” 

" Dorothy—-Licklater,” she replied, reicc- 
tantly. 
' Mrs, Linklater!” with a laugh that wae not 
wholly free from embarrassment, and a devp 
flash that mounted up to his brow. ‘‘ How 
could you think that?’ 

“You paid her a considerable amount of 
attention, Captain Eldon,”” the jealousy that 
was the one failing in her sweets natare breaking 


out. 

Call me Elsor,” he whispered, tightening his 
clasp round her waist, 

© Elaor,” she repeated, in low tones. 

‘6 You know she is only a flirt,” he went ov, 
by way of excuse and explanation, 

“T know ehe is a ccquette; still your fnter- 
course was marked by a certain amount of ten- 
d ry ” 

“No, really. I paid her only those attentions 
that a man naturally pays to a pretty women ; 
and, moreover, when she is his hostess he can? 


always get out of doing eo,” 
‘* Especially when hs doesn’t want to,” sie 
put in, 


* Now, Gerty,” bendiog down till his passlon- 
filled eyes gazed straight into the blue depths of 
hers, ‘'do you think for one inatant she can be 
compared in any way to you?” f 

“She ts an extremely pretty woman, chic, aad 
taking, and I xnow well, 's always admired by 
men, and exercises @ sort of fascination ov 
them, 
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v She may be pretty, but you are lovely,” he | clear, distinct toner, ‘time will make no differ- CHAPTER Y! 
declared, passionately, and drawing her to him, | ence in my reply. Do not hope that,” Ia age 
he ktased the beautifal lips egafo and again. "I cannot cease to hope while you remain And on bis arm, her havid light clasped in his, 
"You are & flatéerer,” with a soft emile. unwed,” he urger’. tiey walk the glade, his face low box+ to hers; 


“No; Tepeak the truth. If you could only 
seo yourself now you would say so, With the 
moonlight streaming down on your white gown 
and your white ekin, you look like an angel, a 
spirit from the other world, something 
stheres).” 

‘* Don't,” she eald, euddenly, with a elight 
eblver, laying her fingers on hie mouth, 

“Don t what?” be asked, in surprise. 

“Say I look like a apirit from the other 
world ” 

“Why sob?” 

" Because,” she answered, slowly, while a look 
of deep melancholy spread cver che beautiful 
face, ‘I am superstitious.’ 

**Saperstitious? Of what i” he asked, in be- 
wildermenb. 

'* Of dying early.” 

" Gerty |’ pressing her to him closely. 

“Tam not strong,” che wend on quietly. 
“Sometimes I think—{ feel that I shall die 
oung |” ' 
mn Ly dearest,’ he implored, “do not talk like 
this !” 

“My mother died before she was twenty-one,’ 
ebe continued, dreamily, her eyes fixed on the 
landscape sflvered by the moon’s cold beame, 

“ Of what!” he exclaimed, involuntarily, 

* Consumption.” 

"You are not consumptive, Gerty!’’ with an 
snxious look at her pale, pure, delicate face. 

"I have never shown any symptoms of it; 
but the germs of the fatal. disease, of courss, rauet 
be fn my system, and might develop at acy 
moment,” 

“You must not talk like this, or think of sach 
thingy,” he sald, firmly. ‘ Your life will be one 
that will be not likely to{nduce consumption. On 
the contrary, ina few years you will feel qnite 
strong and healthy,” 

Perhaps,” ehe sald, wietfally, turning her 
soft syea upon him ; “ but—if any sorrow comes 
I feel I should not bear up against {,"’ 

“No sorrow will come,” he returned, confi- 
dently, “Your father fs etill a oomparativel 
young man, hale and hearty. Your life wil 
be always one of ease and luxury; there is 
nothing to fear {n the way of sorrow.” 

* And you will love me always ?’’ throwiog her 
fair arms round his neck. “' Faithfally and traly 
while life laste }” 

“Yes, dearest,” he answered, fervently; 
"faltbfally and truly while life asta!” and 
sealed the vow with a long, cifnging kizs, 

‘‘ And now, a3 you are my promised wife,” he 
anid, after awhile, ‘1 masd give you a pledge of 
our betrothal,’”’ and he drew fram Liles ran 
old-fashioned ring, atae opal surronnded by 
brilliants, and placed unlucky stone for 
lovers on the third finger of her left hand. 

“Thanks, dear |" she said gently, looking at 
It intently, “ What a curious ring 1” 

“ Yes; Ib Is very vid, and bas been In my 
family for centuries.” r 

Aud then, with a sudden chill at his heart, he 
remembered that when h is uncle gave it him he 
wld him it was the ring he had given the dead 
girl, to whom he had plighted hie troth years 
before in India; and Elsor would faia have taken 
{t back, but he feared to rouse her recently laid 
superstitions, and so let her keep the unlucky 
iove-pledge, and led her back to the drawing- 
room, a proud Hight shining in his handsome 
eyes, 

Meanwhile, another love scene was being 
enacted on the terrace thad ran ontelde the 


house, 

Against the balustrade leaned Dudley Desmond, 
and by his side stood Marguerite Morvyn, hor 
q head held erect, her beautifcl, dusky 
face deathly pale, 

“Thave startled you,” he was sayivg, in low 
‘ones, ‘ Perhaps when you have time to think 
you on answer differently—answer as 1 wish 
you 
"No, Oaptain Desmond,” she answered, In 


"TI cana never be your wife.” 

 Ta—it—qu.se—impossidle }” 

* Quite,” she replied, firmly. 

‘You know so little of me, but my love Is eo 
great; for the eake of it you might siter—- 
mizht be able to return it In the fature, Won't 
you try” 

‘“* QOaptain Desmond, you pain me inexzpres- 
elbly,” ehe murmured, tarning her dark eyes 
on him with an unfathomable expression in 
them, 

“And you—Miss Mervyn—do you realise 
what this refueal—is to me?’ he asked, in 
— hu:ky tones, fixing a burning glance 
on her 


"T hope you will forget me soon.’ 

™ Never while my life lasts! Ob, will you 
not-try to care for me?” he cried, desparingly. 
“ Your love ts the one thing that will make my 
life worth Uving. Gite me only a crumb of 
comfort,” 

*T cannot.” 

* You will not, You are pitiless |” 

‘Ah, do not asy that,” she implored, "I 
could not do you the bitter wrong of becoming 
your wife, having no affection to give you,” 

“I will be content with anything.’ Mere 
kindness, mere toleration,” he urged eagerly. 

“You think so now,” she sald sadiy, ** but 
after you would want more, and feel the want 
terribly,” 


'y: 

“Let me try!” he pleaded, 

"No, I cannot.” 

“TI sm willing to wait—willing to cerve os 
Jacob did for Rachel, The love will coms.” 

“No--never, I could give yo} uothing fn 
return for the wealth of effection yon would 
lavish on me, nefther now no In the 
fatere |” 

“ You epeak very decidedly,” he eaid, checking 
the fiery torrent of- bie patsion, aud spesbing 
— "Ie it possible you care for someone 
else 
“You have no right to ask }" lifting her head 

with o queenly and haughty gesture. 

“No right but that my boundless love givew 
me,” he eafd, sadly, ‘if I thought you loved 
another as I. love you, I wonld never ask you to 
be my wife “ 

"Then learn the tratb,” ehe cried, enddeniy. 
while a deep blush mounted to the roote of her 
soft dark hair. “I iove another, even as you 
love me, as hopelessly, as intensely.’’ 

“Ie it possible!” be murmured, “you who 
are eo proud, #0 1” 

“Yes, ib is possible,” she answered, bitterly. 
"Even I, with all my pride, love » man who is 
— roke to art gr A haa nob a single 
thought to e® me—who - ae up fo 
another, Yon understand now why I cannot be 
your wife! I could not stand at the altar by 
your side, aud pledge my faith to you while in 
ray heart rages a passion that fe ike a tropical 

that wrecks, ruins and destroys 1” 

“Yee, I understand,” he said, slowly and 
heavily. ‘I would I could help you.” 

‘*No.one can do that,” she answered, 


endly, 

“Save the man you lore! Oh, Marguerite, 
if I were be!” witha sob in bis voice, and 
then, her hands tenderly, he murmured 
“ good-bye,” and, turning, left her. 

a the blue sky the moon hang ilke a rezplen- 
dent lamp surrounded by the stars, each in Its 
golden throne, The heavy perfame of the rous, 
and tall white lilles, blent and. made the —_ 
aic eweet, and Philomel was warbling to his 
mate. Margueriie stood with her face berled In 
her hands, and then, with o long drawn eigb, 
she drew them forward with a gesture of 
dewpalr, while the diamonds on her breast and 
brow sparkled brillfantly, and murmured, “ Ob, 
Elsor, if only you bsd spoken so to me,” and 
the night wind went sighing by, and shen ali was 
still, ed to the sweet, warm, languorous 
quiet of a sammer’s night, 











And she, the watcher, holds her breath to hear 
The voice she loves, the low and tender tones, 
Her life's one matchiess melody and hears, 

* Dearer to mo than all created things ; 

Oh, love of mine, I never loved till now |’ 


THE sanouncement of Captain Eldon's an. 
gegement to Mise Mayne gave universal eatis. 
faction, with two exceptions, and thoes ware 
Mies Mervyr, who however concealed her dis- 
satisfaction so well that no one guessed at it, and 
Mre. Linklater, who felt unreasorably wrathfui 
abt her favourite becoming the avowed posseasion 
of another, and that other a younger and more 

oaantifal woman than herself. The ‘ittle woman 

reged {n secret, and azulked with the gallant 
Captain, who, feelipg that he had gone rather far 
in hio flirtation with the pretty butte: fy, did all 
in hie power to soothe her feelicgs without doing 
anything that might be disagreeable ito his In- 
tended, to whom he was deenly attached. 

He had, however, a difficult game to play. 

His fiancée was ox @; her great love for, 
him made her so, She was jealous of his atten- 
tions, his affectfon, his devotion, and liked him te 
‘be always chained to her side, where he was 
quite willing to be, Bat the ‘‘ Octopus’ was 
determined not to relinquish her prey easlly. In 
trath, the foolish, unprincipled little woman bad 
let her affections stray from her ugly, middle- 
aged, grey-haired, absent husband to this hand- 
eome young soldier, and as che could nod marry 
him herself, seefog that che wae already bound 
by the nuptial chain, she did uot sea why his 
mar shonld make any difference in thelr 
friendship, and plainly told him sc. He, fore- 
seeing unpleasant compilca:!oue, temporlsed with 
her, seeking to keop her qaist until he was Ger- 
trude’s husband, and better able to keep her af 


ba ‘. 

Meanwhile the preparations for the theatricals 
went on apace, Galthorps was crammed with 
friende, All the long calleries alive with mirth. 
ringing with the music of sweet voices, and 
sweeter lan zhter. 

So there were dinners nightly, and music and 
charades and {mpromptu dances and flirtation 
galore, and all the time Elsor was wishing that 
it was over, and he guietiy at Hidon Court with 
hig bride, who was to become his early fn 
October. 

Sir Geoffrey, delighted ab the success of his 
matrimonial plans for his nephew, had given him 
a cheque for a thousand pounds, and promised to 
make him « handsome allowance on hfs marriage. 
And so the current of his true love ran smoothly 
for a while, and the young couple lived in a sort 
of terrestrial paradise, through which thelr feet 
strayed day by day ; and ax be whispered lover's 
nothings into Gertrude’: ear, as they ssuntered 
side by elve, hts handsome head bent down over 
her, two palrs of eyes watched them, The grey 
ones with a baleful light In them, the brown 
ones gorrowfully ; and while Marguerite Mervyn 
writhed in torture at the thoughb of having 
given her proud heart, unasked, into the keeping 
of her cousin’s promised husband, Mrs, Linklater 
would array hereelf in joyous attire, and wreath 
her face {n prettiest smiles and court his atten- 
tion, and chain him to her side by artful 
max ceuvrea, and vow in her heart that it would 
not be her fault if he ever married Gertrude 


Ma: 

Gortrade had faith In her lover, and simply 
worshipped him with a wild, fdolatroua love than 
was almost sinful fn its intensity, and yet, some- 
times, when she would see him fn a corner with 
Dorothy Linklater, giving him s:iles and glances 
the while that would have made any woman 
jealous—a sudden coldners would seem to fall on 
her, the shadow of a doubt. 

Dorothy contrived that there should appear to 
be no end of confidences between them—no end of 
whispered éte d-ictes—on interchange of flowers 
and trifling presents ; and she did ft so cleverly 
that Eleor was bilnded, and did not see how it 
would appear to the outaide world, this Inter- 
change of courtesfes and compliments with 
another man’s wife. Out when a bad woman 
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means fo rain the bappiness of another she hae 
no ‘scruples, ac bowels of compassion, ard leaves 
no stone unturned, no effort untried, to gain her 
end 


At last the night of the private thsatricals 
arrived. The preity theatre was crammed with 
a brillant throng of pretty women and good- 
iook{ng men-—an appreciative audlence—for they 


Lady of Lyons proceeded, and Eldon, In the 
character of Olaude Melnotte, made love to 
Gertrade as Pauline. 

They acted with rea! fervour, true pathos, and 
as Elsor played with her he little thought it was 
the last—last time he would ever look witha 
lover's gaze {nto her besutifal, bright bine eyes, 
the last time he would hold her soft handa in 
bis, and whisper impassloned words in her ears. 

Thunders of applause greeted the conclusion 
of the piece, and several bouquets were thrown 
at Gertrude, which her lover gathered and held 
for her, and then they both disappeared, behind 
the cartain—-she to don ball-drese for the dance 
that was to take place ; he to changs his dress to 
play in the little comedietta with Mrs. Linklater 
bhat was to conclude the thestricals. 

It passed off with equal success, and then, as 
she in the last scone had donned a parle biue 
evening dress and he swallow tails, no farther 
change was necessary, She got him out on the 
terrace on pretext of feeling faint, and when 
there stumbled and pretended to fali, and he 
‘was obliged to support her fn his arma, 

Jast as he held her, apparently clasped to his 
breast, Gertrude etepped ont on the terrace juat 
behind them, and stood as though spell-bound, 
unable to move; and as she stood like a statue 
of marble, as white, 2s motionless, she heard 
Mre. IAnklater say something—-what she could 
not catch—and then her lover with a low laugh, 
an 


swered,— 

“The best and dearest of women, of course, 
I sever loved till now.” 

With a low, gasping moan, she tarned away, a 
deathly coldness falling on her, “the chill of 
jove- fire quenched for aye.” 

There was no longer avy room for doubt. He 
was untrue to her, nafalthfo!, and as this woman 
he owned to loving was her friend, It made the 
fneult all the greater. 

A sudden frenzy of jeslousy ewept across the 
girl's heart as she heard the low, tender words, 
aod in her desolation she sought the aclitude of 
her own chamber; bat ere lopg messages were 
seat to call her to the festive scene, and wearily 
she rose to obey the summons, her pride would 
not allow ber to remain away. 

Slowly she swept down the length of the 
jong ploture gallery, brilliantly lighted, but 
des:rted save by the pictured beauties and dark- 
faced gallants who adorned the walls ; and then, 
as the neared the further end, the door opened, 
and Elsor came quickly towards her, the love- 
ight shining in his eyes as they fell on the 
gracefni figure, robed In a gown of sofo white 
velvet, hardly whiter than the rounded arms sud 
lovely throat ft left bare—-bare eave for strings 
of pearls twisted round them. She held a great 
bovques of snowy roses fn her ungloved bands 
and a knot nestled at ber breest. A beautiful 
exquisite creature she looked, yet not radiant or 


ng bhp her cheeks were snowy as the roser, 
acd eyes heavy with the smart of unshed 
tears, 


ii ‘sor went towarde her with a smile on his 
lips and outstretched hands ; bat she, unable to 
conquer the fierce, jeaiows anger that burned ia 
her heart, stood still, her beautiful head held 
proudly erect, her nostrils dilated, her eyes 

ah 


He atopped instinctively too, seeing something 
waa wrong. 

* Gertrude, what fa ft?” he asked, his heart 
misgiving him. 

“Dare you ssk f’ she demanded, hangbtlly. 

‘Darel ask |" he repeated, amszedly. 

“Yes. Bat you do; you would brezen out 
your falseness,” she exclaimed, a sob in her 
volce. 

* Gertrude, what do you mean!” 

** That I have discovered your falseneas, your 
untrath.” 





| longer, and hear me tell you that 1 will never 
clapped loudly and thundered applense as the | 





*'T don’t understand,” be muttered, 

"Thea listen. I was out on the terrace haif- 
an-hour ago, and I saw you with Dorothy Link- 
later in your arms, heard you tell ber she wae 
the best and dearest of women, and 
that you never loved unt!l you loved her. Do 
you understand now? If not, listen a moment 


plight my troth to you, never become the wite of 
8 man I could not fully trust aud honour. Here 
fa your ring,” holding oat the ralabow opal, wish 
{ts flachipg diamonds ; ‘' What, you wiil not take 
it! ashe stood motionless. ‘“ There—there,” 
and she threw it at hia feet, “ Good bye,” 
and turning swiftly, abe left him, deaf to bis cry 
of, —~'* Gartrade, love, listen to me | "’ 

Gertrude could never remember distinct!y what 
the rest of that wretched evening was like, Sbe 
saw aa ina dream flashing Nghte, glowing faces, 
gleaming jewels, heard soft music and happy 
voices, and knew she talked to those who 
addressed her, though she resolutely refased to 
dance, 

Her lover never spproached her once, but then 
on the other hand, he never went sear his 
hostess, despite her sweet smiles and alluriog 
glances, only stood micodily leaning against the 
wall starlag apparently at nothing, and yet 
seeing distinctly the graceful figure fn [te robe of 
soft clinging velvet. 

Once, as she looked at him, the pale lips 
raarmured,—~ 


‘* © Youre be the blame,’ she sa!‘, and sighed ; 
‘ Yours be the blame for a!) | feel.’ 
She turned awa upon her heel, 
And saw him leave her wonder-eyed ; 
Then suddenly, with no d-byo, 
Before the morrow came, she died.” 


And that was all. 

Like one in a dream she bade adieu to those 
guests whom she knew, went slowly up to her 
room, through the picture-gailery inetead 
of by corridors. At the window where Elsor 

to her she lingered 1 Little spaca, looking 
at fe with wistfal eyes, and then went on to her 
room. As she looked at her refiection in the 
glaes she started, {tb showed such a pallid, haggard, | 
despairing face ; and on the white lips was a 
streak of bloody foam. 

She smiled sadly as she wiped [t away ; and 
then, taking off her white velvet gown, and lay- 
ing aside the beautifal flowers, now withered and 
faded, she donned a simple mornlog dress, and 
pat out a wrep. 

She determined to leave Galthorpe ab day- 
break. She would not stay a minute longer 
than absolotely n under the roof of the 
woman who had rob her of her lover. 
Neither did she wish to meet the man who hed 
been false to her again, and so she prepared ; and, 
as the sun broke raddy and shining through a 
dark background of clouds, ahe lefp her room, 
and, going softly through the corridors, went out 
by a side entrance, 

Jast as she closed the door she became aware 
that people were already about, and, shrinking 
— the shadow of a huge Iflac bush, she 

In s few momenta she saw the dog-cart go 
by with Elsor Eildon and Dadley Desmond in 
ft, and gathered from the disjointed parts of 
speeches made by them to some of the guests 
who had come to ses them cff that they had 
recelved a sudden summons to joln thelr regi- 
ment. 

Tn trath the Pifferas were ordered out sud- 
denly to Sonth Africa, trouble having arisen ; 
and four-and-twenty hours later the two young 
men were cn route along with thelr regiment. 

Gertrude etood pale, and shrinking for a time, 
and then collecting herself went slowly ov. Four 
ae between her and her home, and she 
was and weary ; her limbs seemed we!ghted 
with lead, but she struggled forward, and reached 
Mayne Piace about nine o'clock. 

Her father was just sitting down to breakfast. 
An exclamation of surprise and horror broke 
from bis lips ab the sight of this ghost of his 
besutifnl, idolised child. 

In a moment he knew something was wrong, 





but be made no remark, only kissing her, called 4 


her old nurse, who still lived with them, and 
giving the tired girl foto her charge, kindly 
advised her to Me down and try and aleep—advice 
which she took, 


OHAPTER VIL. 


“Ab me,ahmo! My one and only joy, 
i did but fest as, wandering through the glado, 
I whispered to another tales of love. 
I little dreamed my tender love wes near, 
I little dreamed that words so lightly said 
Would point an arrow at the heart I forod.” 


It was not loug befors Mr, Mayne, by the 
help of Margausrite Mervyn, found ont what wa 
wrong with his daugitter. At first be thoughs 
{t was grief ab bis sudden and unforeseen de 
parture, but by degrees the whole sad, pitify! 
story came cut—the story of wrong, of breachery, 
and deceit 


Both uncls and piece who so dearly loved the 
sorrow stricken girl, felt tefrible wrath against 
the worthless, heartiexs woman who had beer 
the cause of the separation between Gertrnds 
and her lover; and as they saw her day by day 
growiog thinner and pale they urged on her 
reconciliation, begged te be allowed to write and 
ask him ff he could explain his extraordinary 
condact, for, undoubtedly, he seemed to love he: 
very dearly. This, however, her pride forbade, 
and co the matter remained s sorb of mystery, 

Sir Gecfrey was wild with rege, and threat. 
ened why die — ae . by — and 
was a ‘om so do Mervyn 
who, true to the iove she be the absontes 
stood up for him, and declared she was certain 
he was not as bad as appearances rmaade him seem, 
and that she thought the matter could be satis 

explained, 

To all this, Gerty anewered never a word, ouly, 
gat silent, looking ont with her misty, wiatfu! 
blue eyes at the distant range of hills, 

Mr. Mayne grew terribly uneasy az he saw her 
Gelfcate hands become dally more transparent, 
her cheeks thinner, the orbits of her eyas, 
hollower, her white face sharpened, having in 
mind the early death of his young wife, her 
mother ; and at last, by the advice of a cele- 
brated physician, he took her to Scotland, to a 
place of Sir Geoffrey’s that he put at Mr. Mayne’s 


on 
first the fair invalid rallied a Ulbtie in the 
, bracing atmosphere of the Highlands, and 
ooked with ‘alot interest at the blae bills, be- 
decked with sombre pines, and clothed in beaa- 
tifal purple heather, seeming to rise almost to 
the heavens; at the broad etretches of moor, at 
tarn and brook, and the yellow gorse that 
bloomed golden in the sunrays. Then sie fell 
rapidly away; a hacking cough distressed her, 
the faint, fugitive, wild-rose bloom faded from 
her face, leaving it a sickly pallor, alternatiog 
with a hectic flush ; the lips assamed a blue tint, 
and no one could look on her and doubt bat that 
she was failing fast. 

The great motive power was gone. Elsor was 
false. She did not care to live, preferring—nay, 
craviog—for the oblivion, the qulet of the 

ve | 

“It only I could die—forget and be for- 
gotten,” she murmured, restlessly, one morn- 
ing, after s terrible fit of coughing that rackod 
her wasted frame cruelly. 

“Te there anything you wish for, my dar 
ling?” asked her father, who caoght indistinctly 
the muttered words, 

“ Yee, father,” she sighed, wearily, stretching 
out her arms tohim. “Take me home, home— 

! ” 


And he, heartbroken, and helpless to with- 
atand the relentless foe, death, who wae robbing 
him of his one earthly treasure, took her by slow 
and easy stages back to Mayne Place, making 
every effort to save her. Bat all was useless. 

When the Lent lilies bloomed they bloomed on 
Gertrude’s grave in the old churchyard on the 
cliff top, at whose base the waves washed cesse- 
lessly, alnging a dirge ; and ere the year fell Mv. 
Mayne joined her there, and Marguerite was left 
eole mistress of his estate and fortune. 


(Continued on page 232 ) 
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CHAPTER XII. 


© Suprampgr came in with soft breezes, mellow 
sir, and sunshine to bring out the geous 
acomnal tints on the leaver, but evidently It had 
po iatention of contloulpg such mildness, for 
before long a complete change took place in the 
weather, and for dulness and dampness It might 
have rivalled November Iteelf, 

Toe skies were one uniform expanse of slate- 
coloured clouds, haaging low over the sodden 
earth; raia fell in a continuous downpour that 
weoted you to the skin before you had been out 
a cuarter of an hour; and the leaves, duttering 
slowly to the ground, lay In little melancholy 
heaps, sadly lve of the coming winter. 

The Chase loo dreary enough ontside, and 
was very little better in; for the large, 
rooms, with the old-fashioned furniture and fire- 
leas grates, gave oue an eerie sense of desolation, 
and Sir Ascot was nob wrong when he aald his 
wife’s boudolr was the most cheerful placa in the 
house, and it therefore behoved her to keep to 
it, 

Allcla bad no desire to do otherwise, for a 
terrible lassitade had fallen upon her, makjng 
even ths exertion of going out-of-doors too much 
for ber. Beet gu 

Dr. West came every day, and in spite of her 
remonetrances, insisted on prescribing and sending 
constant supplies of medicine ; and this, coupled 
with the fact of ber rarely leaving her apart- 
mente, snd never seeing vialtors (for the Baronet 
bad given stringent orders against their belog ad- 
mitted) soon induced the bellef in the household 
that there must be something serious the matter 
with ber, 

It happened that jast before Douglas was sent 

awsy her maid had left, and Sir Ascot, some- 
what against ber wil), undertook to find her 
another ; however, she did. nop trouble herself 
much about the matter, and In due time the new 
servant arrived—a middle aged woman, with a 
dark, ioscratable face, and cold grey eyes, « 
woman with a history, but whose features were a 
mask that effectually concealed tt, as well as ber 
present thoughts and feeling». 
_ Her name was Robson, aud she speedily proved 
berself thoroughly conversant with the duiles of 
Bae y®’ mald, leaving her mistress nothing to com- 
plain of ; but for alithat, Alicia wae conscious of 
s feeling that almost amounted to dislike towards 
her. She tried hard to waster it, telling herself 
i‘) Was a8 unworthy prejndice, but there sre 
certain instincts that defy reason, and this was 
one. 

_Two memories constantly haunted her—her 
child sud Colonel Stuart, and there were times 
when she absolutely longed to know where the 
soldier was, wWhether—as was most probable—he 
— Ary back to Indis, or if he was still In 





That she had no right to think of him—ihat 
between them was a great gulf, which nothing 
but death could bridge actose—she bad told her- 
self over and over again, e¢ ebe strove with all 
her strength to crush the love that the sight of 
him had fanned into a flame of its original 
brightness, 

As well might she have striven to stem with 
her foot the torrent of some mountain stream. 

Toe love was @ part of herself, and to uproot it 
would be to tear out her own heart. 

Sometimes, bereft of her child, existence 
seemed too hard to be borne, He had been the 
one link that held her, the one Intereat ths: bound 
her to life; and uow the future stretched before 
her in a dim vista of years so hopeless that she 
drew back, shudderingly, from the prospect. 

‘Three score years and ten people sometimes 
achieve, and I am only twenty-three,” she eaid 
to herself one afternoon, as she stood at the 
window, palo oab on the low akiee, and list- 
Suing to the dismal dripping of the rain on the 
“ones below. “I have, perhaps, forty-seven 
more years to Mnger through. And yet there 


wililogly would I lay it down if it were nob for 
litde Dovelas !” 

She walked the length of ihe room, then came 
back to the window again. The wind was moan- 
{og through the branches and round the house 
with » strange sobbing sound thai reeembled a 
cry of despair, 

“*It is like a soul in paio,”’ she murmured, 
with ashudder. ‘Ithink I must be getting full 
of strange fancles. Such ideas never used to | 
strike me,” 

A sudden resolution took possession of her, 
Shz would go out In the air, and seo if it did her 


any good, 

Hitherto the rain had been quite sofiiclent 
excuse for Sir Ascot’s insleting on her keeping 
indoors, and she had not experienced the slightest 


an untold longing to get clear of the Chase and 
{te Infiuencer, and ten minutes later she was 
outside, wrapped in a waterproof, and with ber 
— up, hurrying along towards the high 
road, 

She had no definite purpose In view; she 
only wanted to walk ont get very tired, so thad 
when she got home she might sleep. The nights 
had seemed so terribly long of late. 

Before she had gone very far there came the 
odour of cigar-smoke close at hand, and she was 
consclons eormeone must be behind, A few 
seconds afterwards a voice, whose every inflection 
she — a : ; 
ee y Carlyon, I am surprised to see you !’ 

It was Colonel Staart, and she hana ie and 
gave him her hand, trembling too much to 


Ordinary greetings between these two seemed 
the veriest mockery, and they continued walking 
alde by side for some distance In complete ellence, 
At last the soldier safd,— 

Last night I met your hueband at the 
Molyneox, and he told me were very unwell, 
His manner was so mysterions that 1b gave me 
the impression there muet be something more 
than temporary indisposition the matter with 
you.’ 


know that I have any specific ailment.” 

He looked at her long and closely, noticing 
the shadowy hollows under the dark eyer, the 
pathetic quiver of the lips, and then tarned 
away abruptly, checking the words that rose to 
bie tongue, 

He knew he must exercise a stern command 
over himself, but the elght of her wan face almost 
unmanned him. 

It had-come on to rain much faster now, & 
sudden storm that wonld probably nob last 
long, bat that was violent enough while it did 
last. 

Colonel Stuart looked round to see if there 
was any shelter near, and caught sight of a shed 
just inside a ficid, the gate of which happened 
to be open. 

" We had better go inside there for a few 
minutes until the shower is over,” he sald, 
* You will be wet through, and catch your death 
of cold if you stay out here much longer,” 

She obeyed the suggestion without remark, and 
he took from her her dripplug umbrella, and 
closed {ft ; then they both stood looking out on 
the dreary, tear-blotted landscape, ebut in on all 
aldes by a vel! of malst, 

" Do yon remember the Inst time we were out 
for a walk together?” he asked, presently, ina 
tone thai shook alittle. “It was eammer then, 
and the wild rosee were In blossom, I picked 
you aspray, and you wore it in your dress, and 
as you put it in you told me how soon the 
flowers would fade—what s brief life theirs was. 
Oar happiness resembled It.” 

Alicia turned away her head to hide the 
tears that had sprung into her eye ab the 
recollection, 

“Te fs cruel of you to remind me of those 
days.” she marmured, reproachfully. 

"Ys ft!" he eid, with a quick, Impatient 
sigh, then he turned suddenly, and caught her 
hands io bis, his breath coming very fast. 





aro some who cling to life as a goodly thing, from 
Which they are loth to part, Ob, Heaven, how 


a they conld return, Alicia—euppose 
Ww us once more together, and the old, 


fate t 


desire for leaving the house; but now she felt | 


“ Tamnot well,” she answered ; " but I don’t | 


happy days came back, bilght with the sunshine 
that once lighted them }”’ 
“What do you moan?” she exc'aimed, her 
eyes widening, while she strove, but vainly, to 
release her hands from bis gresp. 
“I will tell you. Heaven knows I never 
meant to say these words to you, but a power 
stronger than my resolntion compels me! 
la, it was treachery that separated us-- 
treachery that gave you to Sir Ascot Carlyon— 
treachery that forced you to utter the vows that 
made you hia wife! Do you think such vows are 
holy fn the sight of Heaven!” 
She could only iook at him mutely, ond, 
indeed, he gave her no time to speak, for ha 
continued, — 
'* Marriage, when it fs the union of two hearts, 
is a sacred thing, ordained of Heaven, but 
marriage where only hands are joined ts e’mply 
ap Institution of society, in which there is 
nothing sacred, nothing holy—a thing that fs 
amenable to human laws, and that the ruling of 
® jadge in a Divorcs Court can set asidei Of 
such a class fs yours with Sir Ascot Carlyon. To 
whom, therefore, do you think you belong—the 
man whose ies deceived you, and who cares 
nothing about you, or the one who loves 
you with hie whole heart and sonl—who 
would willingly lay cown his life to secure your 
welfare?” 
He was terribly excited—hie face had flashed, 
his lips tremble?. She could feel the quick 
beating of hie pulses as hie hande preeved hers. 
“I repeat, your husband does nos care for 
you,” he went op, presently; "last night he 
never jeft Lady De Roubsiz’s side, and made no 
efforts to disguise a devotion that was an insult 
to you. If I had found you happy, cared for, I 
would have gone away fp sflence—satisiied even, 
but it {snot 80, Itdoes not require a lover's eye 
to see you! misery, for you carry it written all 
too pleialy on your features Alicia! come to 
me—let me love and cherleh and care for you-- 
let me show you what a husband should be |” 
His vice was fall of passionate, urgent 
entreaty, his eyes, tender, pleading, gaved 
{nto here, and held them by the spell of thelr 
lovelight. He drew her tr him, and for one 
— ehe was held close against his beating 


eart, 

We read ian newspapers of battles fought under 
the leadership of daring generalsa—ot the mighi y 
ovrush of contending legions, of the clash of atee! 
and the rattle of bullets, of crushing defeat or 
eplendid victory ; bat there is another arb of 
battle whose field is the human heart, and «f io 
there fs none to speak. 

Yet, if we were glited with omniscient pow: r, 
if we could look into cur fellow creatures’ souls, 
and penetrate thelr secrets, maybe we might 
witne:s a warfare fiercer than any of thoee that 
history bas written—ve might ces the triamph 
of conquest achieved, the humiliation cf defeat, 
where the passions He dead, aide by side with 
their beloved Idole. 

Bat of these we know nothing, for the heart 
keeps its own secrets. 

Who shall ssy what confilch raged in Alicla 
Carlyon’s breast durfcg that one brief momend 
while she lay lo Stuart's arms } 

Oa the one side she was offered happiness 
and love, on the other lay wretchedne:s aud 
daty. 

The fight was a hard one, bus her good angel 
conquered, and she was true to herself. 

She wrenched herself from his clasp, and stood 


beating heart. 

** And you, who preet to love me, would 
drag me down to such « depth!” 

‘No, no; you misteke me!” he exclaimed, 
eagerly. “It you will only consent to come with 
me J will take you to my mother, and Isave you 
there anti! your husband has obtained a divorces ; 
then we can be married. Belleve me, darling, 
the step would be justified in the sight of Heaven 
and man,” 

She shook her head, smiling sadly. 

“Evil is never justified even that good may 
come. No, Baasll, if I were to do a8 you say your 
love for me would not be what ft Is at the present 





moment. There ls a consciousness of duty that 


a few paces away, both hands pressed against her — 
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outiives the pass‘on of youth, and if I lost that 
I shou!d be raore miserable than I am now, for I 
still have my little child to think of and hops 
for. Do not ssy more to me!” slo exclaimed, 
interrupting him, as be was about to speak, with 
a gesture of earnest entreaty, while her eyes 
grew wild. “Do nob tempt me ; you are stronger 
than I am, remember,” 

This piteous appeal to his manhood did more 
than enything else towards sllenctng him, aud 
the words he was about utteriog died on his 


lips. 

m7 Very well,” he aald at last, his voice low and 
— with pain, “I will obay you, and say good- 
ye » 

‘' Yes,” she said, coming up to him, and 
putting her two slim, white hands on hls breast, 
while her syes gszed up into his with all the 
pathos f an eternal farewell, "it will ke good- 
bye for ever, for we must never see each other 
more. You will go back to India knowing that 
we shall not. meet again on this side the grave ; 
and I—well, I shall try and believe there {fs 
another life after thir, where wrongs are righted, 
and it fs possible to be happy.” 

“Give me one kiss, then, Alicia; the last I 
ehall ever have from you. It will ba no wrong 
to your husband,” 

She obeyed, and for a moment their lips met ; 
then he left her, and went out into the blinding 
rain, and on towards the valley where his home 
was, and where the mish was lyirg in heavy 
wreaths that shut out the distant prospect, as 
a shut out all hope of hsppiness from his 
own life, 





CHAPTER XITL. 


THERE are some women whose presence In a 
sick chamber seeme so perfectly natural that one 
never stays to question how they gob there, or 
whether they know enough about nursing to 
render them of os2. Such an one was Arline-— 
filiting gently about the room, moving the 
pillows without disturbing the sleeper, putting 
things straight io a swift, noiseless way, her soft 
footfall waking no more echo than the folds af 
her woollen draperies, 

Dr, Fletcher, who was rather part!cular with 
his patient, had nov mads the slightest objection 
to her sometimes taking the place of the pro- 
fewional nurse, and allowing the latter to have 
her much-needed rest; but Lady De Roubaix 
wae quite a different kind of person, aud the 
physician stared as # he could hardly believe hfs 
eyes wheu, coming to pay a late afternoon visit, 
he found the Countess Installed at the badside— 
& slogularly incongruous figure In that plain, 
though neatly-farnished apartment. 

** You looked surprised, Joctor,” she sald, w ch 
® gracious smile, “ May I nob attempt to make 
myself usefal sometimes ?” 

“* You may attempt it,” replied the physic'an, 
with s dublous emphasis on the word that was 
hardly flathering, 

“ You are not afcald of your patiens getting 
badly attended to, are you?” 

He did not reply, but leaned over the sick 
woman, who was lying propped up by pillows, 
ee gerivg ao out of the window, 
while the fingers of her left hand grasped tight! 
the little bag round her neck. “i — 

“ What put fo Into your head to come here, 
if I may ask, Lady De Roubaix?” sald the 
doctor, tarning to the Countess, who coloured a 
little, either at the question or ab the tone {fn 
which ib was asked. 

“TY thought I might be of some uze—one gets 
tired of doing nothing.” 

“Ham! £[t haa taken you some time to find 
that out, has it nos?” Dr. Fletcher's tongue 
was famed all over W-———shire for ite caustic 
severity, and Cady De Rowbala was not one of 
his favourites. However, it seemed to strike 
bim that he had sald a Httle too much; for he 
added, quickly, ‘I beg your pardon, but, as a 
rule, ladfes fight ehy of some sick rooms for fear 
of tafectlon, or aome rubbish of thateort. Iam 
giad you prove yourself an exception.” 

‘’ What do you thiak of Mrs, Grant to-day !”’ 

"The same as I thought yesterday, and the 





day before, ani the day before tha’. She is 

pregresaing rapidly, so far as health fs concerned, 

and will very soon be well enough to be up and 

about, but l’m afraid her memory ls entire'y 
e ” 


“Do you mean she will be an idiots?” 

“Hardly that. She may understand what is 
going on about her, but—for some time a all 
evente—her recollection of the past must be a 
blank, She may recover it eventually, but I fear 
it will bes very slow process,” 

Having sald which, he prepared to depart. 

‘Tell the nurse to keep on with the medicine 
ab regular intervals, and gee that nourishment {s 
given presty often,” were his parting directions 
as he stood at the door, 

** I will te’! her, and—ob, Dr. Fietcher, I want 
you to send me a little landanum some time this 
evening. { have had neuralgia, and that fs tho 
only thing that eases ft at all.” 

Tie doctor promised not to forget, and then 
wont away, Clarice standing thoughtfully by the 
bedside, and watching the patient, who was 
swolling fnsuely abe Gy that had setoled on her 
right haud—her left never loosed ita hold of the 
libvie bag. 

If the Countess had known what wae going on 
downstairs she might poselbly have been less 
calm, for a question that nearly concerned her 
was belog discussed between Lord Cliffe and his 
nephew. The former had sought Hubert in his 
— and found him, for a wonder, doing no- 
thing. 

‘' How fs it you are nok ont?” he asked, 
taking # seat opposite. 

“T don’s know—wasn't In the humour for it, I 
suppose, At any rate, I didn’t think I cared so 
rouch for potting birds this morning as for stay- 
tag at home,” 

‘Bad eign, Hubert,” observed Lord Cliffe, 
suilling ; ‘‘ looks as if you were In love.” 

The yourg man cvloured violently, and avolded 
meeting the Viscount’s eyes. 

** Do you remember our conversatlon the day 
Olarice came?” went on Lord Cliffe; after a 
moment's pause, 

Perfectly,” was the low-voloed rejoinder. 

"T suppose you have not sald anything to your 
cousin f”’ 

“Do you mean proposed to her?” 

“Well, hardly that. You might have glven 
her reason to euppose you cared for her without 
Boing quite so far.” 

“*T have not done so—I have not sald a word 
to her that could possibly be construed {nto a 
declaration of love.” 

“Then,” sald Lord Cliff, deliberately, “TI 
think {t is about time you had,” 

Hubert did not reply, He had taken up an 
Ivory paper kolfe, and was balancing {t with the 
abmost nicety on his finger. 

“She has been here some time now,” con- 
tinued his uncle; “and so far as I can judge, 
you have not the smallest reason to fear a refasal, 
for Ciarice bas evinced’a most decided preference 
for"you,” 

“No more for me than for any other man who 
pays her compliments and attention,” declared 
Hubert, “She fs certainly insatlate In hor 
demands on both.” 

Lord Cliffe looked slightly embarrassed. 

* Of course she ia a coquette—all women are, 
more or !*ss, certainly all pretty ones,” 

Hubert thought of one who was not, but 
he refrained from ssyiog anything. 

** 16 fs true that all the county! looks upon 
you as virtually engaged to her, but ft will be 
better ¢. come uo a full understanding at once, 
and then your marrisge need not be long 
delayed.” 

“Uacle |” exclaimed Hubert, impulsively, 
“JT wish you would not preas me so much on 
this matter, The fact is, Tam not in love with 
Clarice.” 

“Then you ought to be! She is young and 


+ beautifal, What more, In Heaven’s name, do 


you want!’ 

Que doesn’ give afection in retarn for a 
certalu amount cf youth or good looks. Love Is 
= a marketable commodity, {to be bought and 
sold.” . 

“Love ia a delusion of the senses—a eilly 





infatuation—a theme for fooltkh posts to drivel 
about!” Lord Cilffe exclaimed, angrily, “ Th. 
practical part of soclety can do well enough withous 
it, and why you should think fit to make a» much 
tues over such atuff and nonsente totally passes 
my comprehension. However, I won't orgue th. 
point with you; {6 simply resolves itself int) 
this. I have made up my mind that you shali 
marry Olarics, snd I wish you to Icss no time fy 
proposing to her.” 

He got up, and walked excitedly to the window, 
Hubert meanwhile keeping his eyes fixed on tha 
ground, and seying nothing. 

After a fow minutes’ aflence he proceedad,. 

* Ask her to-day to marry you. Daintree, my 
Iswyer, is coming over to-morrow night, and then 
we can give kim instractions regarding the pre 
paration of the settlements, and there will be 
no unnecessary — ih 

“No!” sald Hubert, letting the paper-kuitc 
fall heavily to the ground, “' I shan’t propose to 
her to-day ; {t'e Friday, and therefore unlucky,’ 
he added, with a forced laugh. “I'll give 
myself twenty-four more hours’ Mberty, and 
then—-,” . 

“Then you will ask her? Very well, a day 
moore or Jess does not make much difference, an‘ 
I am quite content so that I know you will 
eventually marry her.” 

The Viecount went out, breat 
tary sigh of relief, for be felt that 
virtually accomplished. 

“I will set everything straight,” he muttered 
to himeclf; "so that Clarice becomes mistresy 
here, it matters little whether se reigns alone, or 
as queen consort.” 

It was not often Hubert Cilffe gave himself 
up to reflection, but this morning he seemed to 
be ina thoughtful mood, for he remained for 

alte half-an-hour where his uncle had left him, 

suddenly got up, and looked very earnestly 

through the o window at a small, silght 
figure walking down the avenue. 

His Meatless manner vanished ex ff by magle, 
and after wafting a few minutes until the person 
—whoever she might be—was hidden from vier 
by the trees, he put on his hat, stepped ont of 
the window, as being the easiest mode of exit, 
and sauntered slowly slong until he was ont cf 
view of the house; then he ed his pace, 
and came up with Arline—for it was she—jus) 
as she entered the wood on her way to the 
vi 


lage. 

“You area quick walker, Mies Lester; I 
have had hard work to catch you up,” he said, 
with bis eunny smile, noticlog what a violent 
start she gave as she heard bis voice, 

She paused a moment, then sald— 

“Am I wanted at the Court?” 

“No; why!” he asked, surprised at ths 
queation, 

'T know of no other motive that should have 
induced you to walk fast In order to epesk to 
me,” she rejoined, her voice very cold snd 


steady, 

Whea & young woman, who has all her life 
been accusto’ to show her thoughts ani 
feelings without restraint, suddenly finde herself 
called vpon to act a» part with a view to con- 
csalment, ft not anfrequently happens that she 
overdoes ft, Arline fell into that mietake now. 

Hubert looked st her ia disconcerted allence : 
then put ap his hand to conceal the half emile 
that came on bis Ips. 

*'Is it not posable that I might wish to give 
myself the pleasure of your society for a little 
while?” 

Arline turned upon him quickly. 

‘' It is possible, of courte, but i you had the 
desfre, 1s was one you had wo business to 
attempt to gratify.” 

‘Why not?” 

The colour flamed tly Into her cheers, 
and he could see by the rising and falling of the 
little gold brooch that pinned her collar how 
quickly ber heart was beating; too quickly, 
Indeed, to allow of speech, . 

She walked on, ber head well erect, 
while the red sunset'that slanted through the 
trees touched the soft bloom cf her cheeks, 
brought cut the gold tinte fn her hulr, 
liagered about her lovingly, as if it knew what 


an involun- 
object was 
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a fair thing she was, aud was loth to part from 


~ wae very lovely here tn the wood, fn the 
mellow silemce of the autumn afternoon, True, 
many of the leaves had fallen, and strewed the 
ground, bat enongh atfll remained op the trees 
to prevent their looking wintry, and the rneset 
and orangs hues of the chestoate were lighted up 


by the suubeame into a wonderfal brililancy of | 


rad¢y colouring. 

It was very still too—no sound te be heard 
save the soft coolyg of a dove to its mate, and 
the murmur of falling water away fn the 
distance. } 

“T want to see you for s rpecifie object,” ssid 
Ficbert, presently. ‘Tor the last week or eo ih 
seems to me you have purposely avoided ms, 
and when I have tried to speak to you, you 
have answored in monosyllabler, and gone away 
as quickly as you could, Have offended 

oat” 

He waited a minute, snd tried to look into her 
foce, bub she turned it aside, and he could only 
eee the delicate, rounded outline of cheek and 
chfa. 

“Indeed,” he added, softly, ‘I would not do 
or aay anything to annoy you for all the world. 
D>» you belleve me?” 

‘ No 1 » 

“No!” he repeated, In astonishment, '' What 
reason have you for doubting ft!” * 

“T need not enter into my reasons,” she sald 
dclly : “they cannot possibly be of interest to 

Go ” 


70u. 

Bat they aro!” he Interrupted, 

“ Perhaps, in so far as they arause you!” she 
added, with a bitter emile, whoss meaning he did 
not understand, 

“You puzzle me, Miss Lester. Do you know 
you are as unlike the girl who walked through 
chia wood with ms once before—you remember, 
whea you sprained your ankle !--as—a:”—he 
paused for a simile, and then wenton, “ What 
has cause? the change—bas anyone been speaking 
to you egeineb me? Ah! I eso I have hit the 
mark atleast, Do you think it fe fair to con- 
demn me unheard f ’ 

Arline came to a standstfll, and faced hia, 
eather white, but with a steadfast look fa her 
sweet, laraiacus eyes. 

“Mr, Cilffe, I will speak to you plainly ; it Is 
perhaps beet I should, and yet I can aay nothing 
to you that you don’talready know, for you must 
surely be aware that bstween you and me society 
has fixed a barrler, and if you attempt to over- 
atep fb you defy the power that raised It; In 
other words, I have been wrong to allow you to 
talk to me aa you have done. It was kind of 
you to try and lessen my loveliness ’'—her vuice 
faltered a littie— bat all the same, it was liable 
to subject me to remark, and eo I am resolved fb 
shall be pat an end to!” 

‘Soreone bas been talking to youl” he 
exclaimed, quickly. ‘'I suspected {t at first, 
but now I am sureof {b, Lt was my couain, 
perhaps,” 

* Tauat ls 2 matter of no Importance beside the 
fact,” she went on, without heeding him. ‘If 
auyoue has spoken to me, it bas been In kindness, 
aod all I can ask of you is to please not to allow 
occasion for [fin future.” 

ante mean that I am not to speak to you 
again § ” 

_ "No more than is necessary—no more than 
Lord Ciitts does,” 
js em you wish me to leave you now ?” 
28 Lcd 


"Da you raean what you aay!” 

“I do—entirely.” 

“Walt a moment!” he exclaimed, catchi 
hold of her arm, and bringing her to a standatill. 
“If this fe really the last time we meet fo 
private I must not let yon go away with a wrong 
impression concerning me. I bave t your 
society because I took a pieasure in ft, and I 
thought—I thought the pleasure was mutual!” 

He paused, and Arline stood perfectly still, her 
eyes bent on the : 

“TI fancied you liked talkivg to me better than 
to Mra. Belton, between whom and yourself there 
could be no bond of unfon, whercas you and I 
heve many, very many, tastes In common, I 


sweet, and trae, and I alwaya felt myself a 
better man fn your presence; but if I had 
imagined that by doing so I was causing you 
sunoyance { would have stopped away altogether. 
Another thing ’’-—hfs volo@ cropped Into s lower 
key, and he came a little nearer—-“' I fancied you 
liked mo—wae I wrong 1” 

Inatead of replying, Arline attempted to shake 
heraeli free from hie clecp. 

“Loose me, Mr. Ciife! Don'b you see you 
are detaining me agains) my will ?'’ 

**T beg your pardon”—with deep humility, 
but still holding her arm—‘I will let you go 
directly you have answered my question.” 

“ It was question you had no right to ask.” 

"Perhaps uot, but having asked {t, I must 
Insist on a reply.” 

*'Inalat, Me. Cliffs! You are making use of 
strange language.” 

‘*T am it a strange mood,” 

** That will hardly excuse yor ungentilemanly 
conduct.” 

** Ttought to, then, for the fesliogs that sway 
me were held as a power long before acciety had 
decreed what ‘ gentiemaniy conduct’ meant.” 

His graep held her like fron, and his eyes never 
wavered In thelr steadfast regard. Her anger 
had brought a crimson flash to her face, her 
ecarlet lips quivered, her bosom wae heaving— 
she looked moet lovely in her excitement, 

“Again I ask you to let me go !" 

** And again I say I cannot until I have had an 
answer to my queetion,”’ 

"You shall have if then!” she exclaimed, 
passionately, turning her flashing eyes full upon 
bim, and losing all self-control in her sore dis- 
pleasure, ‘I do not like you—not at all, not one 
bit—I belleve I hate you !” 

She made a swift movemert that would have 
set her free, but be was even quicker. Siill 
hoiding ber with bls right h.ad he threw his left 
round her walet, and drew her to him, close, 
closer, until her face was ogains) hfe shoulder. 
Then he bent down, and, {nv spite of her struggles, 
pressed bie lips to hers. 

There wae @ rustle {on the bushes not far away 
—a hare, or rabbit, perhaps—butb he heard It, 
and involuntarily loosed his hold, and Arline, like 
au arrow ehot from a bow, ran swiftly along the 
narrow path, and never stopped until she got out 
of the wood, and close to the village which was 
her destination. 

But before she reached [t she sat down on the 
greensward that bordered the road, snd indaiged 
fa the feminine solace of a good cry, 





____ OHAPTER X{V. 


Wns. Bavton belng, on the whole, s charitable 
and kindly woman, had undertaken on behalf of 
Lord (whose -purse was ever open to the 
needy) to care for the sick poor {n the village, 
and, in her absencs, this charge was delegated to 
Arline, who very readily fulfilled ft, 

It was to see a little sick child, supposed to be 
dying, that she had come ont this afternvon, 
bringing with her some jellies and grape», with 
a little wine, packed up in a basket she carried on 
her 


arta. 

She did not go to the cottage at once, but 
stayed until she had the mastery over 
the indignation which she naturally felt at 
Hubert's cutrageons and f{nexplicable be- 
haviour. 

What madness had possessed him to act in 
such a way was beyond her power to Imagine; 
the mere thought of his behaviour brought hob, 
angry blashes to her cheeks, mingled with an un- 
told shame that he should have dared to put 
upon her such an lodignity. 

She fally made up her mind now that she 
roust leave the Court at once, and was already 
planning. Weeve she shou'd go, for to remain 
under same roof as Habert was, of course, 
out of the question, — 

The little child she went to see was worse— 
would nob last the night, so said her mother, 

Arline to remain, for sho was 





who 
pe = and drew back with the feeling of 








liked talking to you because you are pure aad | cold dread we all experlence from mesting thas 


terrible visitor, who was already so close to her 
threshold. 

The little patient, too, whose senses were 
wandering, grasped Arilne’s hand and would nor 
let ft go—she bad been dreaming of angele, and 
fancied one had come down to visit her—and fs 
woold have required a harder heart than our 
herolne’s to tear herself away under.euch cir- 
curastances, 

As it was, she stayed on and on, anti! night 
came, and then it seemed to her there was a 
slight change for the better Ia the conditicn of 
the little girl, who fell {nto a deep slumber, 
during which Arifine took the opportusity of 
leaving the cottage. 

As ahe got outside she heard the church clock 
atriking ten ; but Mrs, Belton, guessing the trae 
state of affairs, had had the forethornght to send 
® servant to walk home with her, ac the jourrey 
back to the Court would not be so lonely. 

The way by the road was much the longer of 
the two, so Arline decided on the ona by which 
she had come In the afternoon—that leading 
through the wood, 

Ib was very Gark under the ehadow of the 
treee, for there was no moon, and all the light 
that filtered through the branches came from 
the stars shining between the rifts fn the clomde. 

No sound disturbed the quietude, except ad 
intervals the shrill, harsh ecream of an owl wan 
dering about in search of food for {ts young 
ones’ eppper, or some other night-bird eceking 
for prey, 

Before they had gone very far Arifne regretied 
she had chosen this path; sho was, as 4 rule 
very brave, but the atter stillness, comblued 
with the dense ahadow, gave her s weird sense of 
loneliness, and unconscloualy ehe quickened her 
footateps, wishing herself safely back ab ihe 
Court. 

All of a sudden a dark figure sprang out from 
behind a tree, and caught hold of her a:m, 
standing before hor {n the park so as to intercept 
her progress, 

Tne shriek she would have witered was 
paralysed by sheer fright, and ehe stood perfectly 
stil), unable, indeed, to move, until o face peered 
down into herr, and a volce she knew, ssid with 
an accent of surprise,— 

* Why, ft fs Miss Leater |” 

©“ Who did you think 14 was, pray?” she acked 
as Hubert Culffe released her. 

“Hush!” he sald, ia « low tone, Don't 
speak above ® whisper, There are poachers In 
the wood, and we stand s very good chance o! 
trapping them at last, for they think all the 
keepers are at a servants’ party at the © urt, and 
are therefore off thelr guard, But what brings 
you here at this time of night!” he asked 
curiously, 

Arline told him as briefly and succinctly as 
she could, 

“Tt isa pity you chose this path, for you will 
not be able to go through the wood now,” he 
observed. ‘' A stray shot might strike you, for 
Heaven knows what may bappen! Wao bare 
you with you?” 

** One of the honsemalds,” 

‘That is no protection,” dissaticfiedly, ‘* and 
T cannot accompany you myself, You bad batter 
go back to the village, and get a conveyance from 
the inn ; it is much too late for you to be ont 
alone. Iwill come with you to the entranca cof 
the wood.” 

Bub to this Arline objected, and in such’term: 
that 16 was Impossible for him to press his 
company upon her; she and tlie servant, there- 
fore, turned back immediately, leaving him there, 
but before they reached the gate that gave egress 
from the wood, their footateps were arrested by 
the sharpreport of agar, and this was immedl- 
ately followed by two others; then came the 
sound of voices ralsed in angry altercation, 
another report, a shout for help, adeep groan, 
then silence. 

Arline and her companion stoof still, and the 
latter, an Ignorant country gisl, frightened half 
out of her wits, took to her heels, and ran aa 
fast as she could in the direction of the village, 
while our heroine hesftated, her heart almost 
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ceasing Ste beating in her terror and anxzlety— 
terror, not for herself, but for Hubert. 

— the groan came from him—suppose he 
were shot, wountted, dying perhaps. 

All thought of the insult he had put upon her 
vanished, only the remembrance that he might 
he in danger remained ; and without an idea of 
self, of the risk she was Incurring, or the danger 
that threatened her from stray shotr, she made 
ber way back to the place where she had left 
him, and then still, uncertain how to 
proceed, 

Here {t was darker than ever wich the night 
shadows, through which the starshine could not 
penstrate, and only the mysterfons murmur of 
the branches, ae the wind swept through them, 
broke the silence that reigned, She peered 
round carefully In the hope of finding some cine 
to gnide her, bat in vain, 

‘ Mr. Oliffe?” she whispered, ab last—then, 
rstsing her voloe—" Mr, Cilffe }” 

‘Ie thad you, Arline)” said a faint voice, 
rear, 

‘Yes ; where are you?” 

" Down here; underneath the tree to your 
tigbt.” 

She groped her way, uncertain as to the 
direction, sud he could trace her movements by 
the giimmer of her white linen cuffs, 

* Knee] down!” he said, his voice only jast 
audible, and she obeyed, and put out her right 
band, round which his fingers weakly closed, 

Are you hurt, Mr, C.ffe t‘' 

‘ Yes.”’ 

‘ Badly 1” 

** Very badly,” 

She drew a quick, sobbing breath, and her 
hands trerabied ; she could not speak, 

 4re you sorry for me, Arline }” 

No answer, 

‘This ie uo time for cherlahing malice, littie 
girl,’ went on Hubert, slowly and peinfally. 
* At moments like these, ipjarfee are forgiven 
aud forgotten.” 

There was @ paces, and then he continued, — 








CLIFFE BENT DOWN, AND, IN SPITE OF HER STRUGGLES, PRESSED HIS LIPS TO HERS, 


*'Should you grieve at my death *” 
* Don’t speak like that, don’t talk of death !” 
" Bat suppose I must, Arline; suppose I stand 
quite close to the dark stream '” 

A long shaddering sigh ran through her whole 
frame, and involuntarily her hand tightened its 
hold on his, 

“I want to aak pour pardon for what I did 
this afternoon,” he added, still slowly, and at 
long intervals. ‘i was to say something 
to you that might have excused it, but you ran 
awey so quickly, 1 hadn't time. I couldn't help 
kissing you, Arline, though I know it was wrong. 
Do you forgive me!” 

‘ Yes,” 

** ¥eeely, fally, without reservation }” 

“Freely, fully,” she repeated, half mechanic. 
ally, while ber hot tears fei! like rain over his 
hands. 

“ And those crael words you uttered, that 
declaration of dislike. You know you sald you 
bated me,” he added, breaking !n abruptly ; 
“did you mean It?” 

She was silent, 

‘Tell me, Arline!” he went ov, half raleing 
bimeeif, in his excitement, while age - 
eager and impassioned. ‘‘ Remember that ti 
is perhaps the laet time I shallever speak to 
you ; this time to-morrow there may be a gulf 
between us that cannon be bridged over! Did 
you mean what you said ?” 

“Nol” 

* Not at all; not one word ?” 

“ Not at all; not one word!” she exclaimed, 
vehemently, all desire for concealing her weak- 
ness vanishing fin this supreme moment. 

‘Then, darling, prove it by kissing me of your 
own free will,” 

She obeyed without hesitation ; there was no 
time for hesitation now, when each moment 
might be bearing away his life; and there, in 
the dim wooded solitades, In the quiet hush of 
the night, all conventionalities were forgotten, 
and as lip pressed Mp so heart spoke to heart, 














For them Time existed no longer—the world 
was forgotten—the artificial barriers of society 
ignored. They only knew they were young, and 
tasting of life’s purest elixir—the magic draught 
that bringe oblivion to all save ite own deligh’. 


(To be continued. ) 
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Some of the Greek historians ascribe the {n- 
vention of the trumpet to the T'yrrhenlans, and 
others to the Egyptians. The trumpet was fn 
use in the time of Homer, First torches, and 
then shells of fish, were the aignale io primitive 
Ware, 

Tue {vy affords a sheltered roosting-place %o 
many poor birds d winter, saving numbers 
of them from want aud death by ite berries. Jn 
winter those ehy and wary birds, the misse)- 
thrash and the wood-plgeon, compelled by 
hunger, approach our dwellirgs te feed upon the 
berries of the ivy ; also, when spring approaches, 
the early building birds resort) to the cover of 
its leaves to conceal thelr ueste, finding the 
foliage necessary for this e scarce at this 
perfod. Thus the {vy affords shelter, food, and 
protection to the feathered race. 

Cunistmas QCnarrry.--Of all tlmes ic the year 
the Caristias-tide fs that ab which hearts and 
purse-atrings should open widest In thoughts aud 
deeds of charity. Taoose shonld give who never 
gave before, and those who are charitable alwaye 
should at this season give the more. Some o 
our overflow of happiness should not fail to reach 
the poor and miserable, whom Father Christmas, 
ao srietocratic fellow, is otherwiee apt to slight. 
"To glve {fs more blessed than to receive,” 
especially when with so little so much happiness 
may be brought about. The most of those best 
able to give, who are apt to be personally ua. 
acquainied with the misery of our great city aoc 
the proper ways for its relief, will do well to 

bute their bounty through the regulary 
organised channels which reach al! classes. 
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ROSE FORRESTER LEANT HER HEAD UPON HER HAND. AND FBLL INTO DEEP THOUGHT, 


YOUNG AND SO FATR. 


—_—:0i—— 
CHAPTER XXXIV, 
JUDITH'S R¥PLOSION. 

Tr lg time to return to Coombe Lodge, where 
the Invitation to Lord Wentworth’s had jast 
been received, and raised a storm in the breast of 
out, @ flutter of excitement in the heart of 
another, 

Jadith, calm but defiant, looked daggers ab 
her clever’s pretty face, which was absolutely 
radiant with joy. Long sgo she had been passed 
over for her cousin, who was now filling the place 
at The Chestnuts which she considered to be her 
own by right, and a second time she was put 
aside for Ro»xwe—a girl whom Lord Wentworth 
bad scarcely ever seen. 

Bor only hope was that her father would refuse 

to let Rose go, He had always forbidden them 
tohold any comraunication with their cousin, 
sod after that surely it must seem too ridiculous 
to let her stay under the same roof. 
_ General Forrester took the letter upstairs to 
dis wife, and the two girls were left alone ab the 
breakfaat-table. As soon as the door closed 
behind hie revered back, Rose’s delight broke 
bounds, 

“Ob, Judith!” she exclaimed, ‘' won't lt be 
fun | L never was so delighted at anything fu my 
life. Don’t you envy me!” 

Certainly nop!” with acid decision. “It re- 
ma‘ce to be seen whether you are going,’ 
_ "I don't think papa meant to eay ‘ no,’” with 
as opy con fidenca, , 

" Lam sure he couldn’t say ‘yes.’ Whatare you 
thioking of? If he wouldn’t let Sibel remain 
here because abe was a disgrace to us, do you 
thick he would let us go to the house where she 
living? It would be quite absurd.” 

Sie wasn’ a disgrace to us!” said Rose, 
hotly ; “and you've no right to say such nasty 


nl oe who never did you any harm in 
our life,” 
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* No harm!” and Jadith’s eyes flashed as the 
resentment which had been smouldering for 
years leapt Into flame. “Do ycu call io no 
harm ‘9 set Dudley Wentworth agafast me—to 
wheedla& herself into the place which I ought to 
have—to be the petted daughter of the house 
instead of me ! Good heavens! when I think 
how thatgirl has rained my life I feel as ff I 
should never be satiefied till she was dead! Jast 
because she looks like a pretty paloted doll, and 
doesn’} mind who she flirts with, she Is to be put 
before me !'’ drawing herself up with the air 
of an empress. ‘‘I only wish I could give her the 
amt Yes, you needn't look shocked ; she 
should have it in the worst form, till every 
bit of her ekin was crumpled out of shape, and 
the eyes she makes such use of eunk io their 
scarred lids |” 

‘‘Jadith, are you mad?” cried her aister, 
breathlessly. 

“No, nob mad; only much wer awake than 
any of you,” she sald, sullenly. ‘‘Go to The 
Chestnute, and what will you find when you get 
there?! That she has twisted Hugh round her 
fioger like everyone else; and you'll have the 
pleasure of standing out in the cold. Mark my 
words, You areas blind as a bat, bat you will 
see it plainly enough—when too late!” 

Having sald her say, she went out of the room 
aud slammed the door, as {if to give a fresh 
emphaals to her nopleasant remarke, 

Bat no emphaels was needed. This unexpected 
outburst of rage and jealousy from the stately 
Jadith had left I.ose perfectly aghast. 

Utterly startled out of her equanimity, she 
atood for some time as if rooted to the carpet, 
her eyce wide open in a sorrowfal stare, and her 
Mps apart ; bub when the man-servant came In to 
clear away the breakfast, she flew into the garder, 
conscious that her face would betray ber emo- 
tion, and excite the gossip of the servants’ hall. 

Having reached a retired nook at the back of 
the shrubbery, where she and Phil hac played 





4 thelr favourite games as children, she threw her- 
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self down on the grass and tried to collect her 
scattered wits, 

* Jadith must be mad!” An absolute shudder 
ran through her body os she recalled her alster's 
vindictive wish, ‘“ She coulda’h have meant {t-— 
it was like the wild raving of pagan equaw, and 
notin the least like » Forrester brought up In 
the fear of Heaven, and due regard to the pre- 
cepts of religion. Was Sibel to be hated slmply 
because she was so pretty and charming that no 
one could resist her? Dadley was away, so that 
if he lcvad her to distraction no one wonld be a 
bit the wiser ; and if Hugh were devoted to her” 
—here she could not help a sigh—"* well, {t wac 
very vatura!, She was the dearest, moat lovable 
creature on earth; and ae to the stories sgainss 
her there was not a bit of truth in them-—~of that 
she was quite sure.” 

She leant her head upou her hand and fel! 
lato deep thought, making 2 pretty picture as she 
sat at the foot of an {vied stump, her golden hair 
like a glory round an angel’s face. 

Rose Forrester had grown Into # pretty gir’, 
with a sweet, pale face, and large blue eyes. 
Their usual expression was strargely sad, as if 
they had caught the iofection from Hugh’r, bub 
every now and then they would light up with 
sudden fear, an exquisite tint would come into 
her cheeks, and_maib‘e would wake into lille, 
She looked so delicate, as If a puff of wind would 
blow her away, and an angry word might kil’. 
She was the favourite of the household—ler 
mother’s especial pet, and her father’s sunbeam. 

General Forrester was proud of his eldest 
davghter, but his aternness never relaxed en- 
tirely unless his eye chanced to fa!l on hie “ Mttis 
white Rose,” 

His vofce calling her name roused her from her 
dreams, and scrambling to her feet, she hurried 
through the lights and shadows of the shrubbery, 
across the blazing lawn into the cool darkness of 
the house, 

Her father beckoned her into the brary, and 
she went in, her heart beating fast with hope 
and fear. One timid glance she raleed to his 
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face, which was portentouely grave, and then 
ehe sat down involuntarily on the nearest chair, 
for her knees ehowed every inteution of giviog 
way. Waa she to go, or to be kept ab home as 
Jadith wanted, and shut ont for ever from all 
the delights she had been picburiog ! 

The General cleared his throat, as was his 
4nvariable habit when anyone wae wafting In a 
fever of impatience to hear what be was golog to 
say ; and having done that, he opened his be 
whilat his Ifttle daughter absolately shook with 
anxiety. 

“Your mother agrees with me that it would 
be a pity ’—Rose absolutely gaeped as he paused 
—‘'g pity to refase you a glimpse into better 
society than we can find down here, so that if 
you feel there would be no awkwardness—ahem 
——-in meeting your cousin, I will write to Lord 
Wentworth and say——” 

‘Ob, paps, how delightfal! and, bounding 
trom her chair, she clasped her arms round his 
neck and kissed bis worn cheek again and again. 

“ Bat I baven’t finiehed,” with an induigent 
emille, such as no one bub Rose ever brought to 
his fece. ‘' I may write and decline !” 

“No—no, that wouldn’t be sense with what 
went before.” 

“So you ara pleased to go away from as!” 
with an attempt at reproach. 

"But I shall have sach a lob to tell you when 
Icome back. 1 wonder if Phil can get leave. 
Won't 1b be joliy If he does ?” 

“T shall be glad because there will be somebody 
to take care of you, Remember, Rose,” resuming 
his pompous manner, " I will have no wild pranks 
—no flirting nonsense, or disreputable escapades 
io the moonlight, You wil) be under Lord Went- 
worth’s roof, and he, lam happy to say, would 
never jolerate anything of the kind.” 

“No more would J,” drawing up ber white 
throat with offended dignity. " you can’b 
trust me, perhaps I had better not go.’ 

“ButI can, Oaly I wish you a) oat oer 
ao evil influence,” his Mpa golog into a hard, 
straight line as be thought of his niece 

‘“Hagh will be the only man there, except 
Phil, and !t is too late to guard against him; we 
are such very old friends.” 

“Tt was not Hugh I meant, You know that 
well enough. Now run away to your mother, I 
believe she fancles a new dress will be necessary, 
ub I bope you will be able to do without it. 
Thot ¥ vmaan’s last bill stumped me, I can tell 

ot.’ 

Rose burried off nothing loth, and had an anf- 
coated discussion over the exigences of her 
tolletts In the privacy of her mother's room, 

She was so intense'y happy that every now 
and then she burst into song, and Mrs. Forrester 
watched her with a tender smile, thankful that 
ber husbaad had given the required permlesion, 
so that she had not to look on a tear-stained 
face instead. 

Ih was decided that nothing but a new dress 
Would do for the Countess’: dances, and a letter 
was written at once tc the dresamaker, in splite 
of that less long bill. Kaowtog that fn a fine 
dreea she could scarcely fail to look well, the girt’s 
apirits rose to an alarming pitch ; but one glances 
at Judith’s set face brought them down with a 
run, and left a feeling of galls ia thelr place. 
Was it right for her to rejoice over anything 
that, for some oceult reason, caused her elater 
auch extraordinary palin? Bot then Jadith had 
20 right to hs angry, for the invitation was given 
bo celebrate Hagh’s coming of age, and !t would 
have been absurd for her to go to Tae Chestnuts 
@s Macdonald’s spectal friend, Lord Wentworth 
of course knew that the two younger ones were 
nearet his age, and therefore more lkely to get 
on with him the best. When Daodley came 
home {t would be natural for Jadith to be In- 
vite?, and Rose would stay behind guite cou- 
vented, without wishing to give her an attack of 
amall-pox out of revenge ! 

Phil wrote to say that he had been able to ges 
leave, and would mest Rose on the afternoon of 
the fitteenth at Victorfa, 

Prisciila conducted her young mistress uo to 
town, avd iellvered her safely Into her brother's 
hande, wishivg ab the bottom of ber heart that 


nuts, in order that she might bring some pet 
scrap of gossip home about that “artful youn 
buvsy.” No doubt she was cp to her misc 
just the same as ever, and {if ehe could have 
caught her tripping it would have been joyful 
news for Miss Todith, 

Phil had grown into s gentlemanly-lookiog 
young man, rather lanky In Sgare, and parrow 
across the chest. He was nelther handsome nor 
plaio, but bad a weak, fair fave, which would 
have been much better-looking if !t could have 
acquired an expresston of manly resolution. As 
the two travelled down to Thornfield he wae 
wondering what Sibel would think of him, and 
how ehe would grest him. 

Had she forgotten that uniacky valentine, or 
would she owe him « grudge for {t til! the last 
day of her life} He his tiny moustaches 
nervously as they came near the station, and 
aubsided into profound allence. For two years 
he had treasured her image az the perfection of 
girlish beauty ; but he was a boy then—and boys 
were always In love with the first girl they came 
across. Now he bad grown critical, and was not 
rr proms to fall down and worship unless the 

were really something superfine; but if he 
failed to , on the other hand he hated to 
be enubbed, and there seemed to be some chance 
of that most unpleasant alternative. 

Hangit ail! He was a man now, and could 
hold his owe with everyone except the governor 
at home, 


CHAPTER XXKXV. 
HUGH'S BIRTHDAY PRESENT, 


Two figures were standing on the platform—a 
young ledy dressed quietly, but tastefully, ta 
the last fashion, with a sunshade, from 
under which peeped the most bewitching face In 
the world, aud a young man, tall and dis- 
tinguished looking, In spite of the ordinary salt of 
dittos In which he was arrayed. Lieutenant 
Phillp Forrester, of the Royal Derbyshire Foot, 
forgot all abou’ bis qualms in honest admiration 
of his cousin’s ueauty. He opened the door and 
jumped out as Hugh was In the act of raleing 
his bat to Rose, and forgot to help his slster out 
iu his eagerness to shake hands with Sibel, 

'* How dye do, Ages since we mot!” 

“Oh, Phil, I shouldn’t have known you,” 
as she stepped back in order to have a good look 
athim. ‘To think of you asa real officer! I 
shall have to begin to tread you with reapect, 
Bat where's Rose? You dear little thing! I'm 
go delighted to see you.” 

In spite of porters and sundry nondescripte 
who had just arrived, the warmest of bugs 
enened, and the tears were io two palra of eyes 
when they walked side by side to the carriage. 
“The brougham for you and me, the cart for 
the boys. Get In, I shan't feel as if you were 
really come till I’ve landed you at The Cheat 
nuts.’ 

‘'Ob, Stbel! I’m so giad,” and a little hand 
stols Into hers, as they drove rapidly through 
the leafy lanes towards their destination. 

They had so c.ach to tell each other that fb 

seemed as if a whole week would scarcely be long 
enough to bring them to the end of their con- 
vereation ; but & panse was enforced by their 
arrival at The Chestnuts, and the necersity of 
responding to Lora Wentworth’s courtly wel- 
coms, 
After five o'clock tea the four young people 
strolled abou’ the garden, Phil on fn front with 
Sibel, Hugh lazily loitering behind with Rose, 
whilst he pondered over » certala point which 
vexed him. 

“And you like your life now, Phili” asked 
Sibel, with coueinly {nterest, as she stole a 
glance sideways into his face, and wondered 
why his monstaches would not grow ilke Mac- 
donald’s.” 

“ Yea, tol-lol, bub the service, yon know, fsn’t 
what it used to be,”’ ‘ 

‘‘No, I heard the other day that in so many 
waye it was mach fmproved.” 





ake might have accompanied her to The Chest- 


“Ts it, though? I should ike to know bow. 


ee 
geutlemen for your comrades; now ary caj q, 
get in, if he happens to have enough brains,” 

“ Ie that the casein your regiment! [ mes 
are there many cads?”’ 

"Not in oure. ‘Jove, we ahould rooa tary 
them out.” 

" Then what were you grumbling at!” 

"I grambling! Nothing was further from 
my thoughts!” 

“Ob! I thought you were,” meekly, 

“No, I was only saying what everyone ein 
says, 8o it must be true,” 

*T don't know. Get big man to tell « fal. 
hood, and crowds are sure to belfeve it,” 
| ‘'Ab! but bumbag hasn't a chance [n ches 

It's run down like a fox.” 

‘Then whatla to become of yoti !" Icokls) 
up at him with laughing eyes, “T aim aéraii 
your trade muss have failed.” 

He lau le 

“It did when you dissolved the pariversh|;” 

“Tnever was in ih!” with just indignation, 
for by nature she was as open as the day, 

“Yes, you were ; you were the life aad sou 
of the concern, It was for you I was alway: 
hambuggtog and cheating the others. I never 
should have thought of it ff 26 hadn’s been for 


“ Phil, I am ashamed of you |” 

‘Peay be as angry as 7 a like. I haven’: 
forgotten how we used to kiss aud make frieuds,” 
with imperturbable serenity, 

" We shan’t do It now,” growing very red, 

p > Why not? Is there any reason agalost 
t id 

"Plenty!" turniog her back and pulllog s 
ca off a rose. 

"Not so many as there are fn favour—brand 
-_ ones, worthy of the most serious considera. 
tion,” 

‘* Peay let us be serious,” she sald, de. 
murely,. 

“Tam as grave as the governor, Couldo’t 
say more, First, you are more charmiaog thao 
ever ; secondly, I am more determined ; thirdly, 
I should eajoy ft so much more than when I was 
@ cub,” 

** What would you enjoy,” safd Hugh’s volce 
from the background. 

"A cousicly privilegs, which has nothing to 
do with you }*-sald Pal), with a laugh. ‘“ You 
attend to your own business, and we'll mind 
ours!” 

“Perhaps yours la mine,” muttered Hugh, 
with a shade on his face, 

*Shan’t we teke them into the kitchen- 
garden and give them some strawberries {” seid 
Sibel, hastily. 

* By all means!” 

The giris stood under the shade of an apple 
tree whilst -“the boys" picked. There wa 
plenty of fruit, and after a little while they ai. 
adjourned to a small arbour In the corner of the 
garden, to eat at theirlelsure, Haugh picked out 
oue strawberry as big as an egg, and handed 
to Sibel, She admired {t much, and passed {t on 
to Rose, who ate it, and said {t was very 
delicious, but Hugh turned away his hend, and 
scarcely listened to her 
Shortly afterwards Sibel took Rose to her 
room, in order to prepare for dinner, and ther 
ran down to the conservatory to find a flower for 
her hair, She had not been there long whe: 
Hagh came fn, with his hands in his pocket and 
an alr of great pre-occapation. 

“Awful bore having to go off to-morrow! 
Shonldn’s mind ft ff some of you were coming 
too ” 


“T thought Phfl was going ” 

“So he ist” in @ way that showed bi 
presence was not all that could be desired. f 
“*You see, it would be so tiring for Rose,” 
doubtfuily, as she cut a spray of matdenhalr 
‘For Rose, yes, but I thought-—I hoped you 
wouldn’t mind.” 

“Bat I couldo’t gol” fn intense surprise: 
Fancy my walk off Into another county 
with two young men !” 

Better than with one. Serlously, do you 
think {t would matter? I chaperomed you occ? 
before to Woolwich.” 





Formerly you might be pretty sure of having 





“Yes, but here I should have to make ® 
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pablic spectacle of myself before a crowd of your 
tenants. Why, they would naturally jamp to 
the conclusion that I was the future 4. 
Micdonsid, And that would never do!” with 
a lsughing shake of her bead, 

He looked as grave as a jadge. 

“ Why not?” 

“Pout be ridiculous !”’—then anxious to 
change the eubject—-'I am fm great tribulation. 
Do you know to-morrow will come, and I don’t 
believe I shall have a present to give you! Don't 
imagine that I forgotit, but the wretched people 
baven’d sent It,” “ 

“All the better, I can ae my myc ree 

“No you can’>, you Impertinent boy, for 
wae por long ago, and I can’t afford two.” 

‘Bat you wouldn’t leave me without one?” 

" What am I to do If I have nothing to give” 
lifting her lashes fn t perplexity, 

“Give me something small that won's cost 
anything. Let me choose it myself,” 

‘Bat I’ve nothing,” lost in deep thought. "A 
eolame of the Idylis, but {t’s grown quite shabby. 
A travelling inkstand—but you never write—a 
pencil-case, but the etone ab the end of it hae 
fallen out.” 

“Bring these treasures hera to-morrow morn- 
ing at nine o'clock.” 

“ But I tell you none of them will do.” 

“Never mind, will you give me whatever I 
choose ¥"” 

“OF ccurse I will, but I wanted It to be 
eplendid.” 

He smiled, 

“T shall value it coraipg from you ; but mind” 
-very earneatly—“ come quite alone. And 
don't let Pail come after pou, Now, do you 
know, you will be frightfally late for dinner?” 
throwlog open the door {nto the drawing-room, 
_* expedite her escape, with a mischievous 
a e. 

* No, whose fault is that }” and she ran away 
with the epeed of a frightened rabbit. 

The next morning, directly she was awake, the 
thought of Hugh’s present was ap oat In 
ter mind, She had intended to give him some- 
thing especially unique, which he might value {n 
after years asa gift from his old friend ; and now 
it was areal mortification to find that she had 
nothing to offer him that was worthy of the 
occasion, Just as the clock struck nine she 
appearsd at the door of the conservatory, with a 
variety of articles in her hands. Hagh was there 
before her, and gave her hand the warmeat of 
shakes in answer to her good wishes, Then the 
treasures were spread oub on the seat, and they 
both stood silently regarding them. 

“Take them up and look at them, How can 
you choose till you know what they are like} ” 

“TI bave chosen,” he said, quietly, as he put 
his arm round her waist, and drew her gently 
tohim. “Yon can’t refuse it me, You said I 
might have what I Wked.” 

"Bat, Hogh!” her face covered with blushes, 
as sho drew it shyly away. 

“Sibel, think, ia It too much to sek?” hie dark 
eyes looking wistfully into hers. ‘ We have 
besn Itke brother and efeter for all these years, 
You would give ft to Phil, jast because he Is 
your cousin—can you refaee {t to me? Tell me, 
which do you like best }”” 

“ You, a thousand times {” 

Then very gently, but with inward passionate 
eagerness, he touched her lips with bie, and for 
ons long mlaute he held her to his heart, her 
bright head resting on his shoulder, Oh! to 
hold her so for ever, and protect her against all 
the eins and the sorrows of the world, to bave 
the right to watch over her and to keep ‘one 
else away! He was lost {0 a dream w 
seemed almost too sweet for earth, when Phil’s 
volce wae heard Inthe hall, fretfally inquiring 

where they had ali got to!” 

Sibel started, 

" T must go,” 

You have made this day the happtest of my 
life,” his eyes shining ‘with joy. 

A pang shot through her heart, as she saw his 
tedisut face transfigured with love and delight. 

“ What have I done?” she faltered, 


for bim,” speaking in a low burried voice, still | 
unsteady from excess of feeling. 

Her fears facreased, but ahe tried to comfort 
herself with a remembrance of bis youth. 
“Remember,” she sald suddenly, “you are 
only a boy |” 

Not to-day,” with a smile, ‘Tam a man, 
something more than a plaything, and capable of 
“a anything that you want.” 

* T want nothing bot a brother,” gathering up 
her parcels in some confuelon, 

Then a brother 1’ll be for the present, Shall 
I carry those for you ?” 

" For the present’ Why do you say only for 
the present!” as she leb the book fall, and he 
stooped to pick ft up. 

As he raised hie head thelr eyes met; and 
there was such a look In his that her own sank, 
and her lashes seemed giued to her cheeks, 

“Hogh! Hogh! what on earth are you 
after?” crfled Pail, wrathfally, as he came 


last discovered his whereabouts, ‘‘ Here uave 
Rose and I been waiting for you for the las: 
half-hour, and the cart will be round In five 
minutes.” 

“Plenty. of time,” ssid Hugh, carslesly. 
"You must allow a fellow cone moment to re- 
ceive bis birthday preeents.” 

.“ Good-morning, how bloomiug you look!” 
to Sibel, as he shook hands aud attempted to 
use bis cousinly privilege, bat Hugh’s eye was 
upon him, and Sivel threw back her head so 
decidedly that he laughed, aud wanted the 
coursge to go on. 

In the dinipg-room Rose was waiting with her 
present fn her hand. She came forward, her 
pretty face suffused with blushes. 

“Ivsonly a little trifle, Hugh, from Phil and 
me, and I wish you many happy returns of the 


y How awfully kind of you. I shail value ft 
fmmeneely!” and he shook hands hesrtily with 
them both. 

Then he undid the silver paper, and discovered 
a clgar-case of morocco leatier, embroidered fn 
forget-me-novs; 

"Did you work {t for mei” looklog at Ross, 
‘Now, really, that wae too geod of you. I 
shall be smoking from morning till olght, and 
every time I light a cigar I shall think of you 
and Pail.” 

"Well, Sibel, what did you give him!” asked 
Phil, as he resumed his seat ab the breakfast- 
table, 

She bent her head over the silver coffee-pot, 
whilst Hogh called out, as he stretched across 
the table for some stewed mushrooms,— 

Something too exquisite.” 

" Bave you got {t here? Show it uz.” 

“Of courae I’ve got it, Help yourself to some 
kidneys. Where's the pepper? Here's the cart, 
One word to my uncle, and then I'm off.” 

'*He hay eaten nothing,” sald Rose, regrev- 
fully, as bs rushed out of the room, 

‘The little boy’s excited,” said Phi}, patron- 
{singly ; but, never mind, I’ve eaten enough for 
two,” 





CHAPTER XXXVI 
HIS DREAM WAS OVER! 

“You didn’t expect to see met” aaid Lord 
Windsor, as he came forward to greet the party 
from The Chestautes, his collar ae high as ever, 
and his diamond eolitaire shining jike a star, 

He shook hands with Lord Wentworth, nodded 
to Hugh, bowed low as his mother introdacad 
him to the Forresters, but his speech was 
addressed to Sibel, and his thoughte were with 
her all the while, 

** Jove, I thought I was never going to se 
you ia. Only came back last night, and 
what = think brought me!” 

* Possibly the train,” with a slight smile, as 
she looked round at the biue velvet banglogs and 
the ehfaing mirrors, and remembered her own 
feeliogs at her first visit to the Court rather 
more than two yeare sgo, 

“Yes, but what made me geb into the train?” 





“Nothing wrong, dearest, so don’t repent; 
one happy dy ta man’s life is nob boo much 





**The wish not to be leio on the platform,” 


striding through the drawing-room, having at | 


demurely looking down at the roses which Hagh 
had given her. : 

“ Bat I needn't have come to the platform.” 
“No, I suppose not, Why did you?” 

“ You might have asked that before,” 

"You might have told me withous waiting to 
be asked,” 

TT wanted you to guez:.” 

* Bat bow could I, knowing nothing of your 
movemen's or your motives {” 

You didn’t know where I wae, but you did 
know why I wasn’t here, My mother says I've 
deserted her shamefully, so I told her -~—~” 

* Windsor, you really muet go and speak to 
the Dochess,” and Lady Windsor amiled at Sibel, 
as if to chow that she was glad to see her son 
talking to her, although she was obliged to cail 
bim away, ‘Is that pretty little girl, just Ike 
® euowdrop, your cousin!” 

“Yes, It is her fret ball, and I am eo anzlous 
for her to enjoy it.” 

“Y think she will {ff Mr. Macdonald—Hagh, I 
mast cali him Hugh—is ss anxious as yourseif, 
What 2 pretty peir they make!” looking acroes 
the room to where Rose was altting by Lord 
Weutworth’s elde, whilst Macdonald was leaning 
over the beck of the sofa, “‘he with his dark 
Spanish face, and she a dear Hitle blonde. I 
believe I am developing Into a match-maker, but 
I can’t help it when Hagh is concerned, This ic 
his party to-night, Whom shali he open it with ? 
Shall it be Lady Constance} I tell Windsor he 
fg nobody.” 

“And I am so glad,” sald her son, at her 
elbow. ‘‘Macdonald shall dance with all the 
heavy swells, and I withthe ones I like best, 
Will you come{” offering his arm to Sibel as 
if that were the natural consequence of his last 
speech, 

She iaughed and shook her head, and at the 
same time Hugh came hastily across the room, 
fearing that she had forgotten her promise. 

**f hope you have nob forgotter;’ he eaid, 
with alow bow, ‘' This fa ours,’ 

“Impossible!” exclaimed Lord Windeor, 
angrily. ‘“ I have come all the way from London 
to dance it.” 

“That's not much,’ ssid Hagb, with a smile, 
I've come of sge on purpoee for fb,” 

*Youl What leit to you?” 

‘'More than anything else,” and he led his 
prize off in triumph, 

"Confound the boy! What the deuce does 
he mean by it? There can’t be anything in it. 
Well, ab any rate, Lil show her that I'm not 
breaking my heart,” and the next moment he 
astonished the modest Roae by asking if he might 
have the honour. 

Lord Wentworth she had always regarded 
with the utmost awe; bat now she was actually 
dancing with an earl, and did not find him fn the 
least degree awe-striking, He made her laugh, 
with bis odd way of talking, and she found ber- 
self chatting with him as merrily as if her partner 
had been Hugh, 

**Cousin still going to marry Lashington?’ 
be asked, abruptly, se they stopped to take 
breath, 

"Yea; I thiok zo,” with a alight sigh, for she 
had never considered h'm worthy of her. 

* Not certain, eb ¢” 

“She Is engaged, and has been for ever so 
long. 

What made her do {t!' lowering bis voice 
confidentially, and longing to stoop, but the edge 
of his collar nearly cut off his ear, 

Rose blushed erimson, saa she remembered 
every dieagresable reazon that had driven her 
cousin to such @ desperate measure. Oould she 
tell then: to this extraordinary young map, and 
if not, what was she to say | 

* He Is very handsome,” she sald, hesliatingly, 

“Old proverb, you know, ‘ Haadsome fs as 
handsome doee.’ If you looked a5 him tn that 
light he might be downright plain. 

"Yeat’ breathlessly. ‘‘ Is he very wicked?” 

A eile Altted across the Earl’s tace. 

"Don's do to take a man’s claracter away 
bebliad his back! Have another turn ?” 

Poor little Rose glided round the room in & 
perturbed state of mind, although ehe looked as 
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face, which was portentouely grave, and then 
ehe sab down involuntarily on the nearest chair, 
for her knees showed every intention of giving 
way. Wasashe to go, or to be kept ab home as 
Jadith wanted, and shut out for ever from all 
the delights she had been picburiog ! 

The General cleared his throat, as was hia 
invariable habit when anyone wae wafting fn a 

fever of impatience to hear what be was to 
say ; and having done that, hé opened his lps, 
whilat his Ifttle daughter absolately shook with 
anxiety. 

“Your mother agrees with me that [t would 
be a pity ’—Rose absolutely gaeped as he paused 
—‘‘g pity to refase you a glimpse into better 
society than we can find down here, so that If 
you feel there would be no awkwardness—shem 
—{n meetiog your cousiu, I will write to Lord 
Wontworth and say——” 

‘Oh, paps, how deifghtfal!” and, bounding 
trom her chair, she clasped her arms round his 
neck and kissed is worn cheek again and ageln. 

“ Bat I baven’t finished,” with an indulgent 
emlls, such as co one but Rose ever brought to 
hisface. ‘' I may write and decline !” 

“No—no, that wouldn’t be sense with what 
went before.” 

"So you ara pleased to go away from as?” 
with an attempt at reproach, 

"Bat I shall have such a lot to tell you when 
Icome back. I wonder if Phil can get leave. 
Won't ft be jolly If he does }” 

“T shall be glad because there will be somebody 
to take care of you, Remember, Rose,” resuming 
his pompous manner, “I will have no wild pranks 
—no flirting nonsense, or disreputable escapades 
do the moonlight, You wil! be under Lord Went- 
worth’s roof, and he, Iam happy to say, would 
never jolerate anything of the kind.” 

“No more would J,” drawing up ber white 
throat with offended dignity. “If you can’t 
trust me, perhaps I had better not go.” 

“BubtI can, Oaly I wish you to guard against 
an evil influence,” his Hps going into a hard, 
straight line as he thought of his niece. 

““Hagh will be the only map there, except 
Phil, aad {t fs too late to guacd against him; we 
are such very old friends.’ 

“Tt was not Hugh I meant, You know that 
well enough, Now run away to your mother, I 
velieve ahe fancies a new dress will be necessary, 
bub T hope you will be able to do without It. 
Theat woman’s last bill stumped me, I can tell 
you,” 

Rows burried off vothing loth, and had on anf- 
costed discussion over the exlgences of her 
tolletts In the privacy of her mother's room, 

She wae so intense!y happy that every now 
and then ehe burst into song, and Mrs,. Forrester 
watched her with a tender smile, thankful that 
her husbaad hed given the required permiesion, 
so that she had not to look on a tear-stained 
face instead. 

Ih was decided that nothing but a new dreas 
Would do for the Countess’: dance, and a letter 
waa written at once to the dresemaker, in splte 
of that lass long bil. Kaowlng that fn oa fine 
dreee she could scarcely fail to look well, the girl's 
aplrits rose to an alarming pitch ; but one glances 
at Judith’s set face broughh them down with a 

p, and left s feeling of gull in thelr place. 
Was it right for her to rejoice over anything 
that, for some occult reason, caused her eleter 
euch extraordinary pain? Bot then Jadith had 
no right to bs angry, for the {invitation was given 
bo celebrate Hagh’s coming of age, and 1+ would 
have been abeurd for her to go to Tae Chestnuts 
a3 Macdonald’s special friend, Lord Wentworth 
of course knew that the two younger ones were 
nearer his age, and therefore more Ilkely to get 
on with him the best. When Dnodley came 
home it would be natural for Jadith to be In- 
vited, and Rose would stay behind guite cou- 
vented, without wishing to give her an attack of 
emall-pox out of revenge | 

Phil wrote to say that he had been able to get 
leave, and would mest Rose on the afternoon of 
the fifteenth at Victoria, 

Priccilla conducted her young mistress uo to 
sown, aud ielivered her safely into her brother's 
hands, wishing at the bottom of ber heart that 


nuts, in order that she might bring some pet 
scrap of gossip home about that * Seat youn 
huvsy.” Nodoubt she was cp to her misc 
just the same as ever, and tf she could have 
caught her tripple it would have been joyful 
news for Miss Judith, 

Phil had grown into a gentlemanly-look!ng 
young man, rather lanky In Sgure, and parrow 
across the chest. He was neither handeome nor 
piaio, but bad a weak, fair face, which would 
have been much better-looking if {b could have 
acquired an expression of manly resolution. As 
the two travelled down to Thornfield he was 
wondering what Sibel would think of him, and 
how ehe would greet him. 

Had ehe forgotten that unlucky valentine, or 
would she owe him « grudge for {t til! the last 
day of her life! He puiied bis tiny moustaches 
nervously as they cme near the station, and 
aubsided into profound allence. For two years 
he had treasured her fmage as the perfection of 
girlish beauty ; but he was a boy then—and boys 
were always In love with the frst girl they came 
across. Now he bad grown critical, and was not 
die to fall down and worship unless the 
idol were really something superfine; bat if he 
failed to , ob the other hand he hated to 
be snubbed, and there seemed to be some chance 
of that most uopleasant alternative. 

Hangitall! He was a man now, and could 
hold his owu with everyone except the governor 
at home. 





» 


CHAPTER XXXYV. 
@UGH’S BIRTHDAY PRESENT, 


Two figures were standing on the platform—a 
young lady dressed quietly, but tastefally, in 
the last fashion, with a wee sunshade, from 
under which peeped the most bewitching face In 
the world, aud a young man, tall and dis- 
tingulehed looking, tn spite of the ordinary salt of 
dittos In which he was arrayed. Lieutenant 
Phillip Forrester, of the Royal Derbyshire Foot, 
forgot all about his qualms in hones} admiration 
of his cousin’s seauty, He opened the door and 
jumped out as Hugh was In the act of 
his hat to Rose, and forgot to help his eleter out 
iu his eagerness to shake hands with Sfbel. 

‘How d’yedo, Ages siuce we met!” 

"Oh, Phil, I shouldn’t have known you,” 
as she stepped back In order to have a good look 
athim. ‘To think of you asa real officer! I 
shall have to begin to tread you with respect, 
Bat where's Rose? You dear little thing! I'm 
ao delighted to see you.” 

In spite of porters and sundry nondescripts 
who had just arrived, the warmest of hugs 
enened, and the tears were lo two palra of eyes 
when they walked side by side to the carriage. 
“The brougham for you and me, the cart for 
the boys. Get In, I shan’t feel agif you were 
really. coms till I’ve landed you at The Cheat 
nuts.’ 

**Ob, Stbel! I’m so giad,” and a little hand 
stols {nto hers, as they drove rapidly through 
the leafy lanes towards their destination. 

They had so c.uch to tell each other that ft 
seemed as if a whole week would scarcely be long 
enough to bring them to the end of their con- 
vereation ; but & panse was enforced by their 
arrival at The Chestnuts, and the necersity of 
responding to Lord Wentworth’s courtly wel- 
coms, 

After five o'clock tea the four young people 
strolled abou’ the garden, Phil on fo front with 
Sibel, Hugh lazily loitering behind with Rose, 
whilst he pondered over » certain point which 
vexed him. 

“And you like your life now, Phil?” asked 
Sibel, with couzinly Interest, as she stole a 
glance sideways into his face, and wondered 
why his monstaches would not grow Ilke Mac. 
donald’s.” 

“ Yes, tol-lol, but the service, yon know, isn’t 
what it used to be.” : 

‘'No, I heard the other day that in so many 
ways if was much fmproved.” 
"Ys 10, though?! I should like to know how. 





ane might have accompanied her to The Chest- 


gentlemen for your comrades ; now any c33 c 
get in, if be happens to have enough bratn»,” 

* Ye that the case in your regiment! J meap 
are there many cads*”’ 

"Not io oure, "Jove, we should roca tury 
them out.” 

“ Then what were you grumbilng at!” 

I grambliog! Nothing was further from, 
my thoughts!” 

"Obl I thought you were,” meekly, 

No, T was only saying what sveryons else 
says, 8o it must be trae,” 

[don't know. Get a big man to tell « falss. 
hood, and crowds are eure to belleve ib,” 

‘Ah! bat humbag hasn't a chance In (hess 
days. It's run down like a fox,” 

‘Then whatle to become of you!" Looking 
up at him with laughing eyes, “TI am airaid 
your trade muss have failed.” 

He laughed, 

"Tt did when you dissolysd the pariuersh!p ” 

“I never was in ii!” with just indignation, 
for by nature she was as open as the day, 

“Yes, you were; you were the life and sou! 
of the concern, Ib wat for you I was always 
humbuggfog and cheating the others. I never 
should have thought of it ff fb hadn’ been for 


you, 

* Phil, I am ashamed of you |” 

‘Pray be ae angry as like. I haven’: 
forgotten how we used to kiss aud make friends,” 
with imperturbable serenity, 

" We shan’t do it now,” growing very red. 
ee not? Is there any reason agaiost 
t ’ 

"Plenty!" turniog her back and pulllog a 
ca off a rose. 

"Not ao many as there are in favour—brand 
pad ones, worthy of the most eerlous considera- 

ion,”’ 

‘* Peay let us be serious,” she sald, de- 
mursly. 

“Tam as grave as the governor, Couldn't 
say more, First, you ars more charmiog than 
ever ; secondly, I am more determined ; thirdly, 
I should enjoy ft so much more than when I was 
& cub,” 

*6 What would you enjoy,” said Hugh’s volce 
from the background. 

"A cousicly privilegs, which has nothing to 
do with you!” ssid Pol), with a laugh. ‘ You 
attend to your own business, and we'll mind 
ours!” . 

“Perhaps youra ia mine,” muttered Hugh, 
with a shade on his face, 

**Shan’c we take them into the kitchen- 
garden and give them some strawberries 1” seid 
Sibel, hastily. 

* By all means!” 

The gtris stood under the shade of an apple 
tree whilst “the boys” picked. There waa 
plenty of fruit, and after a little while they 1 
adjourned to a small arbour fn the corner of the 
garden, to sat at theirlelsure, Hugh picked out 
oue strawberry as big as an @Zg, and handed {: 
to Sibel, She admired ft much, and passed it on 
to Rose, who ate if, and sald {t was vory 
delicious, but Hugh turned away his head, snd 
scarcely listened to her praloes, 

Shortly afterwards Sibel took Rose to her 
room, in order to prepate for dinner, and ther 
ran down to the conservatory to find a flower for 
her hair, She had not been there long whe: 
Hagh came fn, with his hands in his pockets aud 
an air of great pre-occapation. 
“Awful bore having te go off to-morrow! 
Shonldn’s mind it ff some of you were coming 
too.” 
“JT thought Phfl was going t” 

"Spo he ie 1” {n Lm SPO showed ils 
presence was not all that could be desired. ; 
You see, [t would be so tiring for Rose,” 
doubtfully, ae she cut a spray of matdenhair. 
**For Rose, yes, but I thought—I hoped you 
wouldn't mind.” 

“Bat I couldy’t go!” In intense surprise. 
Fancy my walking off Into another county 
with two young men!” . 

Better than with one. Serlously, do you 
think ft would matter? I chaperomed you ox? 
before to Woolwich.” 


if 





Formerly you might be pretty sare of having | 


© Yes, but here I should have to make ® 
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pablic spectacle of myself before a crowd of your 
tenants. Why, they would naturally jump to 
the conclusion that I was the future Mrs. 
Macdonald, And that would never do!” with 
a laughing shake of her head, 

Ha looked as grave ag a jadge. 

“ Why not?” 

“Don’t be ridiculous !”—then anxious to 
change the eubject—-"'I sm {nm great tribulation. 
Do you know to-morrow will come, and I don’t 
believe I shall have a t to give you! Don't 
imagine that I forgobit, but the wretched people 
bsven’t sent 1,” 

‘* All the better, I can chooze my own.” 

“No you can’s, you impertinent boy, for {b 
oae ordered long ago, and I can’t afford two.” 

‘' Bat you wouldn’t leave me without one?” 

"What am I to do if I have nothing to give!” 
lifting her lashes in — perplexity, 

‘Give me something small thas won's cost 
anything. Let mo choose it myself.” 

‘* But I’ve nothing,” lost in deep thonght. “A 
volame of the Idylis, but {t's grown quite shabby. 
A travelling Inkstand—bubd you never write—a 
pencil-case, but the stone ab the end of it has 
fallen out.” 

‘‘ Bring these treasures here to-morrow morn- 
ing at nine o'clock.” 

“ But I tell you nove of them will do.” 

“Never mind, wil you give me whatever I 
choose 1" 

“OF ecurse I will, but I wanted [t to be 


“T shall value it coming from you ; but mind” 
-very earneetly——“‘ come quite alone, And 
don't let Phil come after pou, Now, do you 
know, you will be frightfally late for dinner!” 
throwing open the door {nto the drawing-room, 
a espedite her escape, with a mischievous 
amfle. 

© No, whose faultis that?” and she ran away 
with the speed of a frightened rabbit. 

The next morning, directly she waz awake, the 
thought of Hugh’s present was up ost In 
der mind. She had {intended to give him some- 
thing especially unique, which he might value fn 
after years asa gift from his old friend ; and now 
it was a real mortification to find that she had 
nothing to offer him that was worthy of the 
occasion, Just as the clock struck nine she 
appeared at the door of the conservatory, witha 
variety of articles In her hands. Hagh was there 
before her, and gave her hand the warmest of 
ehakes in answer to her good wishes, Then the 
treasures were aon oud on the seat, and they 
both stocd silently regarding them. 

"Take them up and look at them, ‘How can 
gou choose till yom know what they are like }” 

“Ihave chosen,” he said, quietly, as he put 
bis arm round her waist, and drew her gently 
tohim. “You can’t refuse it me. You ssid [ 
eight have what I Uked.” 

“Bat, Hogh!” her face covered with blushes, 
as she drew it ehyly away. 

“ Sibel, think, is It too much to sak?” bis dark 
eyes looking wistfully into hers. ‘* We bave 
been Itke brother and eleter for all these years, 
You would give ft to Phil, jast because he fs 
your cousin—can you refuee {t to me! Tell me, 
which do you like best +” 

“ You, a thousand times!" 

Then very gently, but with inward passionate 
eagerness, he touched her Ifps with bie, and for 
ous long mfaute he held her to his heart, her 
bright head resting on his shoulder, Oh! to 
hold her so for ever, and protect her against all 
ee oe Nee the Kgwee, By Kw ee to bave 

© right to watch over and to kee one 

lseaway! He was lost {0 a Scam Sch 

seemed almost too sweet for earth, when Phil’s 

voice wae heard inthe hal!, fretfaily inquiring 
where they had all got to!" 

Sibel started, 

"T must go,” - 
$ “You have made this day the happlest of my 
life,” hie eyes shining with joy, 

A pang shot through her heart, as she saw his 
w diset face transfigured with love and delight, 

What have [ done?” she faltered, 

Nothing wrong, dearest, sc don’t repent; 


unsteady from excess of feeling. 
Her fears increased, but she tried (o comfort 
herself with a recsembrance of bis youth, 
“Remember,” she said suddenly, “you are 
only a boy!” 
“Not to-dey,” with a smile, “Tam a manu, 
something more than a playthivg, and capable of 
being anything that you want.” 

rh want nothing but a brother,” gathering up 
her pareels In some confuelon, 

‘Then a brother 1’l) be for the present. Shall 
I carry those for you ?” 

" For the present? Why do you say only for 
the present!” as she leb the book fall, and he 





stooped to pick ft up. 


there was such a look In his that ber own sank, 
aud her lashes seemed giued to her cheeks, 

“Hugh! Hogh! what on earth are you 
after?” crled Pail, wrathially, as he came 
striding through the drawing-room, having a 
last discovered his whereabouts, “ Here uave 
Rose and I been waiting for you for the last 
half-hour, and the cart will be round In five 
minutes,” 

“Plenty. of time,” ssid Hugh, carslessly. 
"You muat allow a fellow one moment to re- 
ceive bis birthday prezents,” 

“ Good-morning, how blooming you look!” 
to Sfbel, as he shook hands aud attempted to 
use bis cousinly privilege, but Hugh’s eye was 
upon him, aud Sibel threw back her head so 
decidedly that he laughed, aud wanted the 
coursgs to g0 on, 

In the dining-room Rose was waiting with her 
present fn her hand. She came forward, her 
pretty face suffused with blushes. 

“Iveonly a little trifle, Hugh, from Phil and 
rs and I wish you many happy returns of the 

ay.” 
“ How awfully kind of you. I shail value fi 
fmmentely!” and he shook hands heartily with 
them both. 

Then he undid the silver paper, and discovered 
a clgar-case of morocco leatier, embroidered {fn 
forget-me-nots, 

“Did you work {i for me?” iooking at Ross, 
‘* Now, really, that wae too gcod of you 
shall be smoking from morning till nlght, and 
every ‘ime I light a cigar I ehall think of you 
and Pail,” 

"Well, Sibel, what did you give him?” asked 
Phil, as he resumed his seab ab the breakfast- 
table, 

She bent her head over the silver coffee-pot, 
whilst Hugh called out, as he stretched across 
the table for some stewed mushrooms,— 

** Something too exquisite.” 

" Have you got it here? Show it uz.” 

“Of course I've got ft. Help yourself to some 
kidneye. Where's the pepper? Here's the cart, 
One word to my uncle, and then I’m off.” 

'*He hav eaten nothing,” sald Rose, regred- 
fully, as be rushed out of the room, 

‘©The little boy's excited,” said Phi}, patron- 
fsingly ; “ but, never mind, I’ve eaten enough for 
two,” 





CHAPTER XXXVI 
HIS DREAM WAS OVER! 


Windsor, as he came forward to greet the party 
from The Chestonte, his collar ae high as ever, 
and his diamond eolitaire shining like a star. 

He shook hands with Lord Wentworth, nodded 
to Hugh, bowed low ss his mother Introduced 
him to the Forresters, but his speech was 
addressed to Sibel, and bis thoughte were with 
her all the while, 

** Jove, I thought [ was never going to s96 
you - Oaly came back last night, and 
what oe brought me!” 

" Possibly the train,” with a slight smile, as 
she looked round at the biae velvet banglogs and 
the shfuing mirrors, and remembered her own 
feelings at her first visit to the Court rather 
more than two years ago, 

"Yes, but what made me geb into the train!’ 





one happy day In a man’s Ife is nob too much 


**The wish not to be lefc on the platform,” 


"You didn’t expect to see met” said Lord } 


for him,” speaking in a low burried voice, etili | demurely looking down at the roses which Hagh 


had given her, 

Bat I needu't have come to the platform.” 

“No, I suppose not, Why did you?” 

You might have asked that before,’ 

“You might have told me without waiting to 
be asked,” 

“I wanted you to gueee.” 

** Bat bow could I, knowing nothing of your 
movements or your motives t” 

You didn’t know where I wae, but you did 
know why I wasn’t here, My mother says I've 
deserted her shamefully, so I told her-——” 

* Windsor, you really must go and speak to 
the Duchess,” and Lady Windsor smiled at Sibel, 
as if to how that she was glad to see her son 


Ae he raised hie head thelr eyes met; and | talking to her, although ehe was obliged to cail 


bim away. ‘‘Is that pretty little girl, just Ike 
® suowdrop, your cousin /”’ 

“Yes, It la her fret ball, and I am eo anzlous 
for her to enjoy it.” 

"Y think she will {ff Mr. Msctonald—Hagh, I 
mast cali him Fugh—is as anxious as yourseil. 
What « pretty pair they make!” looking acroes 
the room to where Rose was sitting by Lord 
Weutworth’s elds, whilst Macdonald was leaning 
over the beck of the sofa, “‘he with his dark 
Spanish face, and she a dear Httle blonde. I 
believe I am developing into a match-maker, but 
I can’t help ft when Hagh is concerned. This ic 
his party to-night. Whom shall he open it with ? 
Shall it be Lady Constance} I tell Windsor he 
ig wobody.” 

“And I am so glad,” said her gon, at her 
elbow. ‘‘Macdonald shall dance with all the 
heavy swells, and I withthe ones I like best, 
Will yor come:” offering his arm to Sibel as 
if that were the natural consequence of his last 
apeech, 

She laughed and shook her head, and at the 
same time Hugh came hastily across the room, 
fearing tliat she had forgotten her promise, 

**T hope you have not forgotter;’’ he eaid, 
wlth alow bow, ‘' This fa ours,’ 

“Impossible!” exclaimed Lord Windaor, 
angrily. ‘“ I have come all the way from London 
to dance it,” 

“ That's not much,’ sald Bagh, with a amile, 
“T've come of sge on purpore for tb,” 

“You! What leit to you?” 

‘‘More than anything else,” and he led his 
prize off in triumph. 

"Confound the boy! What the deuce does 
he mean by 1b? There can’t be anything in it. 
Well, ab any rate, il show her that I’m not 
breaking my heart,” aud the next moment he 
astonished the modest Roas by asking if he might 
have the honour. 

Lord Wentworth she had always regarded 
with the utmost awe; bat now she was actually 
dancing with an earl, and did not find him fn the 
least degree awe-striking, He made her laugh, 
with his odd way of talking, and she found ber- 
self chatting with him as merrily as if her partner 
had been Rugh. 

‘Cousin still going to marry Lushington?’ 
be asked, abruptly, oe they stopped to take 
breath, 

“Yes; I thick zo,” with a alight sigh, for she 
had never considered h'm worthy of her. 

“ Not certain, eh 1” 

“She is engaged, and has been for ever 20 
long. 

"What made her do {6 !' lowerlog his voice 
confidentla.iy, and longing to stoop, but the edge 
of his collar nearly cut off his ear. 

Rose blushed crimson, se she remembered 
every disagreeable reagon that had driven her 
cousin to such a desperate measure. Could she 
tell them to this extraordluary young map, and 
if not, what was she to say ! 

“ He Is very handsome,” she sald, hesitatingly. 

“Old proverb, you know, ‘ Hoadsome fs as 
handsome doer.’ If you looked ab him in that 
Ught he might be downright plain. 

"Yeat’ breathlessly, ‘‘ Is he very wicked?” 

A enaile fitted across the Earl’s tace. 

"Don’t do to take a man’s character away 
behiad his back! Have another turn ?” 





Poor little Rose glided round the room in & 
| perturbed state of mind, although she looked as 
| erent and serene as a primrose before it fa 
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| wees The careless words uttered by Lord 
indeor had conjured up a vision of wickedness 
before her mind's eye, and shé felt as if she were 
the deposltory of a terrible secret which she must 
divulge to somebody, or else let it be s nightmare 
to her for the rest of her life. 

Should ehe tell it to Hoghi Oh ! why did he 
dance with Sibel as if he bad not a thought 
beyoud ? She was eomebody else's property, 
though no one would gueseit to see those two 
together—the afr of proud appropriation in 
the one, the evident fond affection in the other, 

She had treasured up the book cf verses which 
he had given her on her tenth birthday ; but he 
would never remember that he had written 
H, M, in a boyish acraw] under the sonnet toa 
rosé, or know how often she had read it, till 


the quaint, old words were engraved on her } 
hearr 


The waltz ended, and she was claimed by one 
partner after another, but Haugh seemed to 
be alwaye In close attendance on Sibel, and to 
=e forgotten al) about his little old, old 


“I don’t belleve you have danced with Rose 
yet!” she said, in surprise, towards the middle 
of the evening. 

‘Not yet, there is no hurry,’’ as bis arm stole 
round her waist for another turn. 

“Oh, no hurry! and when the end of the 
evening comes and she hagn’t s dence to give, 
you will be so savage.’ 

“ You sald I should be in love with her half an 
hour after she came to the house, Do you see 
mach sign of it }” 

"Oh, that is all pervereiiy ! You always hve 
py her special friend, and of course you always 
Ww ed 

“ Not always, only when I was a boy. How 
hot “yf room is! Shs’) ws go ont into the 

en?” 

Without waiting for an answer, although he 
was generally so anxlous to ascertain her wishes 
before expressing his owr; he led her through 
the open window, across the terrace, down » few 
steps on to the seclusion of a lower path, where 
there were ne prying eyes to ser, no inquisitive 
ears to listen, There was ® low seat under an 
arch of roses at the end, and there he halted, 
took out his pocket handkerchief to wipe away 
the dew, and dropped down beside her, as soon 
as ehe had th-:nked bim and taken her seat 

It wae s glorious night, with not the slightest 
breezs to move the branches, and the stars looked 
down from Ieaven In the breathless hush, whilat 
the Insect world was sleeping, and al) vature 
that did not beat witha human pulse eeemed 
glad to rest. 

Hugh’s heart was throbbing with passionate 
hope, bat he was half-afrald of speaking the 
words which rushed to his lips, Long ago he had 
thought that Dadley Wentworth was his rival, 
but the years had passed without a sign, and he 
bad taught himself to belleve that he had been 
mistaken from the first. 

As to Lushington a hint dropped by Phil had 
cpsued his eyer, and his suspicions were not far 
from the trath. She had been drawn into the 
engagement, thanks to the awkward circum- 
stances In which she had found herself placed, 
and her heart had never been given with her 
premised hand. If her heart were still free, he 
swore that he would win ft, and Mejor Lush- 
ingtor, who had sneaked off to Canads, like a 
dog with his tail behind his leg’, might find 
some North American belle for hie wife, He 
knew that he ought to walt, bat hie hoart was on 
Gre, and his youth was etroug witbin him. 

He leant his arm on the back of the seat, and 
locked down at her with longing eyes ; stooping 
so low that bis breath fanned the soft, brown 
curle, which sdded such a pretty grace to her 
forehead, 

Tey were alone, with the scont of the flowers 
rieing like a breath of Incense all round thew, 
and the dusky wings of night to shadowy 

‘Some day I shall have te leave The Cheat- 
nuts, and go to a home of my own. It fs so 
lonely. I thought of {t to-day when all the 
speeches were done, and the people had gone. 
There was not a soul in the hore, except a 
handful of servants, and they stared at me ae if 








I were a stranger. I shall never go there—never 
have the courage to face them uniess— 
unless———, Could you promise to come with 
me when I go?” in the softest, tenderest 
whi: psr. 

“It Lord Wentworth would me.” 

“Lord Wentworth! Do you think I could 
ever leave him as long as he wasallve? I was 
talking of afterwards”—his volce sinking— 
‘afterwards, when you andl are left. You'll 
be all the world to me, and I should care for 
nothing elee.” 

“Ob, Hugh !’’ the teats starting to her eyer, 
for ip was such psiu to grievs him, ‘‘ how can you 
ask? You forget, [ shan’t be there.” 

“Tf you are thinking of Lushington, that’s 
nothing. I swear you shall never marry him! 
But, is there any other reason! I had waited 
and watched, till [ almost thought it was very 
presumptuous, but you were so kind.’”’ 

There was no anewer, but the brown head sank 
lower, and the quivering face was covered with 
her bands. 

A terrible fear crept throngh his heart, and his 
face turned ashy pale. 

‘' Sibel, for Heaven’s sake, tell me!” Ageia 
no answer, but the white shoulders shook with a 
convulsive sob. ‘‘What are you crying- for} 
Not for me, surely!” In great “a , dropping 
down on his knees before her, and gently draw- 
fog away her hands, and holding them fast. 

‘ Don’t, my darling!” as a large tear fell on his 

hand, “ican bear it—a mam can bear any- 
thing,” gulping down the lamp which rose ia his 
own throat. ‘‘I ought to have known I wasn’t 
half worthy of you !”’ 

“Ohi if you conld only have been my 
brother !” 

“Twill be; and, from this day forth, I de- 
vote myself to you !”’ looking up into her pitifal 
face, like a young knight of old, taking his vows. 
* When you want me I shall be there, and when 
you don’t want me——”’ his voice broke, bub he 
went ov bravely to the end. ‘' You—you needn't 
trouble about me at ai).” 

Then his head eank, and his fevered lip: rested 
on her hands, His dream was over, 


(To be continued.) 





-_—— 
——— 





A FATAL 


—s ‘oir 
(Coniinued from page 224.) 


Her wealth gave her but little p'easure ; her 
thoughta were alwaye far away with E'sor Eidon, 
Despite her pride, despite her auger against him, 
in that he was the cause of her young cousin’s 
untimely death, she could not stifle or kill her 
love for him. 

It fonrished and grew steadfastly, and when 
she heard, five years later, that the Pifferas were 
rotarning to England and ordered to Clemur, her 
heart bead wildly with conflicting feelings, 

Some time after they were etatloned there 
Captain Desmond calied on her, and she saw 
that he was unchanged, Again he essayed to 
win ber, and again she gently rejected him, 
telling him she was unchanged, and offering him 
her friendship, with which poor crumb of com- 
fort he was fain to be content. He continued to 
call on her, and one day asked {f she would 
receive Eldon, 

At first she demurred, though her pulses baat 
with rapture at the mere thought of seeing him 
again, but when his friend urged it she con- 
sented, 

Thelr firat meeting was fall of embarrassment 
on both aides, only she melted first, having heard 
from Desmond that Elsor spent a portion of each 
day ‘or night by the grave on the cliff, and that 
his grief for Gertrude's sad fate was keen and 
undying. 

" Captain Eldon,” she sald one day, when she 
had gone to put flowers on Gerty’s grave and 
met him there, ‘‘ have you nothing to explain!” 

" Yes,” he sald, simply. “My contiuct was 
AD error—such an error as apy man in my posl- 


JEST. 


ete 


tion might have committed. Mrr. Linklater jj 
me on to say frivolous, emyty things to her. | 
did but jest ; and she as lightly heard my tender 
words—words which she looked for ever as her 
due—I little dreamed my love would hear the 

t words, or take them serlously, and sb. 
spoke with such scorn and rapidity when we me: 
in the picture-zallery, and refused so absolutely 
to hear my explanation, that I had u0 choica 
save to let her go.” 

“ You know that ofght we received orders to 
march the following morning, and, fn the hurry 
consequent upon our departure, I had no time to 
sesher. Then pride—ithat wretched pride which 
has wrecked so many lives that gave falr pro. 
mise—prevented my writing to her; and after— 
T heard she was—dead!” with a catch {In his 
voice, and a “gloom around his heart—the 
gloom of stern remorse no after light shall ever 
wholly serve to chase away.” 

And then they both stood silently looking a: 
the white cross that marked Gertrude Mayne's 
a resting-placs, and across his mind came the 

nes, — 


** Ob, once again to hold thy hand in mine ; 
Ob, once again as in the ‘ 
To the sweet, low m of thy volse | 
It may not be—thy band {s coli im death, 
Thy voice no more can answer back to 
For thou art dead, and I am desolate.” 


He waa ‘‘ desolate,” The only joy he had in 
life was his visits to Miss Mervyn. These became 
gradually more and more frequent. Ib consoled 
him to talk of the dead girl; and Marguerite, 
now she knew of his error, was sweetly kind and 
consoling. Her soft voloe soothed his ruflied 
spirits, her gentle ministrations were balm to his 
bruised soul, Aud at last, one day, he asked her 
— she make the sacrifice of becoming his 
wits, 

“Ip would be no sacrifica, Sir Kisor,” she 
avswered, softly (Sir Geoffrey was dead, and 
sbe had come {nto the title and estates), 


“You mean—ihat you care for me?” he said, 


in surprise, prompted thereto by something be 
saw fp her lovely, dark eyes. 

“T have loved you ever since I knew you,” 
shs acknowledged, candidly, 

‘And I have no love to give you,” he said, 
regretfully ; {tall lies burled there,” nodding 
towards the churchyard on the cliff, “I can 
only give you esteem and respect.” 

** And they will content me,” ehe sald, quietly, 
putting her bands in his, 

“ Yon are a noble woman!” he sald, drawlog 


her to bim and og a passionless kiss on her 
white brow. “I will never give you cause to 
regret our 

And he never did. 


In the years that came he was ever tender, 
devoted, kind, and In time he grew content and 
peaceful, while she was perfectly happy Io the 
love of her bonny children, and splendour of 
her magnificent home. Dadley Desmond, the 
man who loved her so unselfishly and undyiogly, 
envied the dead woman sleeping so calmly ucder 
the willow on the brow of the cliff, whose base 
the white-tipped waves fret and wash unceasing'y, 
as they slog their dirge and her requiem. 


[THE END.]} 





T omtenes 
—_—_ 





A REGIyRNTAL pigeon-post hereafter will forza 
part of the equipment of every Hassian 
field force when mobilised. Daring the |ss! 
Russtan Army macceavres, experiments with the 
birds were conducted on an extensive scale, and 
their utility was demonstrated. In no cate dic 
the birds fail to arrive with their meesages sooner 
than a mounted messenger would have doue. 

THE mst curious street-pavement in the 
world fe that which bas recently been put down 
in Lyons, France. It is of glass, the blocks 
being about elght inches square, each made op 
of sixteen amaller blocks, The glaes blocks sre 
ao tightly fitted together that water cannot »4*" 
between them, Ass pavement, glass fs sai’ to 
have greater resistance than stone. Ib is a poor 





conductor of cold, and {ce will nob form upon |. 
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ALL AMONG THE HEATHER 
OMAPTER X. 


MRS PENFOLD MAKERS HERSELF DISACREEABLE, 


Taerz wae much consternation among the 
servants at the Grange when Mre. Penfold be- 
haved fa this extraordinary manner, and for a 
second or two those who were In the Hall stood 
jooking at the prostrate lady without attempting 
to appro » 

It ae Elfie who first tried to lift her, 20 that 
her face might be uncovered, and who entresated 
the servants to carry her Into a room and send 
for a doctor. 

They did so readily enough, Mrs. Penfold’s 
maid comtng forward aud relleving her mletress 
of her bonvet and gloves, thorgh she too, looked 
at Elfle with a scared expression of countenance, 
ato feared there was something un- 
canny about her, 

Before the doctor came Mrs, Maltby and her 
yoo returned, and when E:fie saw them she 
sized the opportunity of retiring to her own 


room, 

She felt that she was no longer wanted, and 
she was pozgled.and slightly alarmed by the 
effect which her face had had epon the new 


comer. 

What happened in her absence she did not 
know, but as she was quite sure that she should 
be seat for if she were wanted, she did not corae 
downstairs again until the gong sounded for 
dinner. . 

She was not a little surprised, therefore, to find 
Mre, Penfold in the drawing-room, sftting bolt 

t in the most ancomfortable chair, and 

as though {t were more ensy for the skies 

to fall than for her to give any sign of either 
palafal or pleasarable emotion. 

As Elfie came Lato the room the old lady fixed 
her eyes upon her with an unwaverirg stare, 
mficlently offensive to be em to ary- 
ous, and our little heroine vent to say, 
timidly,— 

“I hope you ars better, madam, and that you 
were not injured by your fail.” 

A faint spasm came over the face which had 
meemed carved out of wood, and a harsh voice 
replied curtly,— ¥ 

“I'm well enough. Who ars you?” 

“Tom Mrs. Maltby’s secretary,” was the qaiet 
answer, ‘*I helped to lift you when you fainted 
this afternoon, and I sent for the doctor, but I 
am glad to see that you are no worse for your 
sudden attack.” 

“T don’t see what you bave to be glad about,” 
growled the old woman, offensively, ‘‘It won't 
y= ta difference to you whether I’m alive or 

Elfie made no answer to this. She had taken 
refuge fn a book, and she ed not to hear 
the angrateful remark. She was beginning to 
understand, too, why Clarence sand his mother 
had ——— so much consternation whea they 
—_ t Mra, Penfold waa coming on a visit to 

Bat tf Elfie thought that rilence was going to 
verve her in this instance she was mistaken. 

Mrs. a aoe her remark still _ 
aggressively, % was not prepared 
the sweetness with which the girl looked up 
from her book and replied, quietly, — 

**No, I don’t suppose that ft wil!.” 

Mre. Penfold was mot mollified, but for the 
Moment she was silent, nob quite knowing how 
to begin the attack, and at th's instant Mrs, 
Maltby joined them. 

“Ah! Miss Heath,” aald the mistress of the 
house, mors cordially than was her wont, 
“where have you been this afternoon! How 
tid you amuse yourself” 

Elfie told her, adding that she thought Mre. 
Maltby would have sent to her room for her if 
the had been wanted. 

‘Ob, no, I haven’t wanted you; Mrs. Pen. 
fc.d bas taken up most of my time sines I came 
home. How do you feel now, aunt!” she 
wked, turning to her guest. 

“I'm not your sunt,” snapped out the elder 


. 





woman, ‘sharply. “I am only a far-away 
cousin,” 

Bat again Mrs, Panfold’a disagreeable remark 
waa igcored, for Mrs. Maltby was epeakiog to 
E:fie {a 8 low tone, and ft was only when 
Olarencs came Into the room that the subdued 
conversation . 

The young man wae avidevily on bis beet be- 
haviour; acd Mra, Penfold, who wae always 
more amiable to the stronger sex than to her 
own, graclously tock his arm te go to the dining- 
room, while his mother and Eifie followed. 

Nothing very remarkable occurred that even- 
ive, but Elfie will remember {6 so long es she 

ves. 

Every now sud agsin Mre, Penfold would look 
at her with an expression of repulsion on her 
wooden countenance, not unmixed with fear, 
until the girl, catching her eye on one of these 
occasions, asked curiously, — 

“Dos [ remind you of anyone whom you 
have knowa, or do you think you have eeen me 
before?” ~ 

"Seen you bofore! Oertatinly not, and don’t 
want to see you sgair,” was the abrupt answer 
that made Mrs. Maltby laugh ; and Eifie, who 
felt more amused than offended, laughed also 
before she sald, — 

“Then i will try to keep out of your way 
while you are hers.” 

Then she turned to Mrs, Maltby and 
remarked, -— 

‘There are aome letters which yoo sald you 
wanted me to answer this evening. Saal! i g> 
about them /" 

"* Yes, I'll go with you,” was the reply. 

And gid to escape from the presence of her 
unamiable relative Mrs, Maltby accompanied her 


secretary to the stady, where they both remained | 


for the rest of the evening. 


This was not by any means what Mra, Penfold | 
desired. 


She had cultivated the bad habit of saying 
spltefal things, partly to relieve the pent-up 
spleen in her own discontented heart, and partly 
— ernel pleasure of making those about 

an! a 

To be at her word, however, when she 
said she did not wish to see a person again was 
more than she counted upon, and she soon found 
that Clarence, who had exerted himself for a 
short time to be amusing, now, when left slone 
with her, stretched his limbs, yawned, and 
declared that be was awfully sleepy.” 

“Don’c go to sleep yet, but tell ma about 
that girl who was here jast now,” sho said, 
authoritatively. 

“What am I to tell you about her!” he 
asked, with another yawn. 

** Where did your mother pick her up ?” 

“TI don’t know—some mutual friend recom- 
mended her, I thiok.” 

“Who fs she? To whom does she belong!” 
was the next question. 

“Couldn't tell you to save my life,” he 

in the same Indifferent tone, “She 
never talks about her people.” 

- she ee! people to talk about?’ asked 
Mrs, Penfold, with intentional sfgnificance. 

“Can't tell you, I’m sure; most folks have 
rad many sometimes,'’ he observed, refise- 

ively. 

“J suppose you'd call her pretty?” sald the 
old woman, looking at him steadily. 

**No, I ehouldn’t,” responded Clarence, trying 
to seem indifferent, aud not qufte succeeding. 
“She's either more or less than pretty.” 

‘““Hamph!” snorted the old woman. “Then 
she’s more, I suppose, you mean? You're not in 
love with her, are you?” 

“What a preposterous question—-the girl 
hasn’t a penny,” be exclaimed, angrily, flashing 
up, and‘completely taken aback by the directness 
of the attack. 

"Perhaps she hasn't a penny now, bub she 
may have,” said the old woman, with her eyes 
still fixed updn him. 

* Where will she get it?" he asked, still In a 
bone of Intense ce, 

“I might ad her, and leave her all I 
a was the old lady’s next astounding re- 
mark. 


“You!” he repeated, thrown off bie guard by 


her utter toconsi-tency. Why, you've joao 
hdriven her from the room by your uncalicd-for 
rudeness.” 

“That would not prevent me from adopiing 
her ff I made up my mind to du 30,’ was the 
arrogant response. 

** Not as far as you sre concerned, perbape,” 
he retorted ; but she night have a word to say 
on the subject herself. She fs a young lady who 
hes a will of her own, and who won's mind 
letting you know i6,”’ 

‘Ab! you've found that out, have you!” 
asked this objectionable cld womsn, suddenly 
turniong upon vim. “I thought as munch; and 


} you've made all her feathere rise up agatnat 


you, That's not the way to encceed, my boy; 
you must woo her with more deference, and let 
her see that you mean [t, and that you want to 
marry her. [ dou’s think she'll accept you ; but 
she may.” 

**Good heavens, aunt! do you know that my 
mother would turn her out of the house at the 
bare sugge:tiou of such a thing?" asked the 
young map, 'n genuine alarm. ‘' You don’t 
know how much miechief you may do, I wish 
you'd leave wel! alone.” 

“All right, my boy, go your own way,”’ sald 
the old lady, with a'grim amile on her wooden 
face; “ but I'll tell you one thing for your 
comfort-—-if you marry this girl you shall got 
my money between you, and if you don’t you 
won't have one stiver of it, 20 you know how yon 
stand,” 

There was something so aggravating in the 
tone and manner In which thie was said that 
Clarence Maltby, who was usually ou his guard 





with Mrs, Penfold, now lost his temper, and ex- 
claimed defiantly, — 

* You can’t take Trebartha from me, whoever 
I may cr may not marry.”’ 

“Can't If” and the old lady laughed a low 
mocking langh, while her companion mentally 
compared her to one of the witches in Macbeth. 
** You don’t know what I can do,” she went on 
in the same mocking strain, “I have donea 
good many strange t) ‘ngs (o my time, and [ 
may do aomething »* snger stil! before I die ; 
but go your own way. You're like your mother 
—blind saa bat to evrything that isn’ ander 
your own noses,” 

And, having delivers: herself of thie uncom- 
pliimentary speech, Rirs. Penfold gathered up 
some tracts which she never read, though she 
always carried them about wich her, and went 
off to her own room, 

She had made all of those with whom she bad 
dined more or less miserable, and having 
accomplished this feat she now felt om very 
good terms with herself. 

Clarence Maltby, though highly Inceased, not 
only with his elderly relative, bat likewise with 
himself for having spoken so plainly about 
Trebartha, took vary good care not to breathe 
a word of the subject under discussion to his 
mother. ” 

He had many good reasons for this, the 
principal one at the moment being hie desire to 
keep Elfie under his mother's roof, and he felt 

uite sure that she would be cent away [f Mrs, 
Maltby for one moment suspected Mrz, Penfold's 
singular interést io the girl, 

From this eveniog, however, Eifie acquired a 
new Interest for the young rou/ 

There must be something about the girl which 
he had not previously observed, he argued, to 
induce his mother and Charlie Birch to teke to 
her as they had done, and more marvellous atill 
to make Mra. Penfold wieh him to marry her 
For his relative was vot the kind of person who 
would be likely to think any woman good enough 
to be his wife, or, if she thought that of him 
personally, she would uot hold same opinion 
when she regarded him as the future owner of 
Trebartha, and his wife as the future mistress of 
that place, 

Eifis was very beautifal, no doubt. He looked 
at her with something like wonder In his eyes, aa 
thovgh sbe were a new revelation of feminine 

, as ahe came {nto the breakfast-room 
the next morning. 








He did nob greet her with an cff-nslve com- 
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pliment, however, although for a few seconds 
they happened to be alone ; and percelving that 
be did not wish to annoy hér, Elfie resisted the 
fnclination she had felt {> retreat when she 
found that the other ladies were not yet down. 

As he simply sald ‘Good mornin,” and then 
went on reading his newepaper, she responded, 
and took up a magazine which happsned to be at 
hand, and both were silently reading, with 
almost the length of the room between them, 
when Mra. Maltby and her guest joined them, 

The latter looked from her kinsman to the 
girl, then back again to Clarence, and she gave 
vent toa mocking, disdainful laagh tha seat the 
angry blood Into the young man’s face, though 
what there was to laugh about nefther of 
— See 

re. ‘old, however, was quite as pecullar 

io her way as Mrs, Maltby, and she was aleo 
very much more offensive In showing her 
pecullaritles. 

They got over breakfast comfortably enough, 
though it was singular to remark how the 
visitor seemed to be attracted towarde the 
young secretary, though there was at the same 
ane & mutual feellug of antegonlam between 


mn, 

Elfie was surprised at herself, for she had 
never in her life felt so parnactous as she did 
when Mrs. Penfold addressed her or insisted upon 
her company. 

Oddly enough, too, instead of repelling the 
elder woman, this thinly-veiled hostility won her 
admiration, and now and sgain she muttered 
odd asntences ander her breath, too Indfstinct 
for those about her to hear, and too vague for 
the listeners to understand. 

Bat she haunted Eifie ; she always wanted to 
be wear her, and she even came to the study, 
and, taking Mrs. Maltby's easy chair, settled 
herself there asthough she meant to spend the 
whole morning fn the little room, 

If Elfie felt annoyed by this behaviour, Mrs, 
Maltby was in despair. 

Had Mra, Penfold condescended to knit or to 
sew, Mrs. Maltby might have managed to get 
along, but she did neither ; she simply sat and 
stared, until the mistress of the house could 
endure it nc longer, and at length she rose from 
her sead prea) “pa some letters towards 
her secretary, and — 

" Answer those, my dear; you will know 
what to say. I can’t do any work this mornfog, 
aunt. Are you coming with me, or are you 
gotog to stay with Miss Heath ?” 

‘*l'm very corafortable where I am,” waa the 
answer; ‘' when I'm tired I'll move,” 

Mra, Meltby cast a look of mingled amusement 
and commiseration af her secretary, and then 
quitted the room. 

Probably she was not sorry to have tome one 
at hand whose society her objectionable relative 
preferred to her own, 

For a short time Eife wrote, and the old 
women stared ab her in silence, when suddenly 
she asked,— ; 

“Do you like living here }” 

lf the queetion had come from any other 
quarter our heroine might not have answered ft 
J promptly and without thinkiog of what she 
sald. 


“Yes, thank you.” 


“Ys your father living?" inquired Mre, Pen- j. 


aes a or two rep 
“T don’t kaow,” replied the girl, shortly, . 

* Your mother, then?” 

“TI don’t kuow,” repeated Eifie, monoton- 
ously. 

** Have you any eleters or brothers living !” 
péreisted the old woman. 

Sill the same answer : ‘I don’t know.” 

‘*You dont know anything, ls seems to me,” 
remarked Mrs. Penfold, gravely; “' have you 
ever heard of or seen anybody belonging to 
you!” 

‘*Nop that I know of, was the reluctant 
reply. 

" Bat you must know something abont your 
origin ; you muat have friends—-somebody muet 
have taken care of you, Do you wind telling me 
what you do know about yourself?” pereleted 
thie inquisitive old woman, 





| 


* Yes, I do mind doing so very much,” replied 
Elfie, driven at last to defend herself} “ what I 
do and what I do pot know about my orlgin ts 
wy own business,” 

"Very well, keep your business to yourself, 
aud much good may it do you,” retorted Mra, 
Penfold, hotly ; “and if ever you've played the 
fool you’ve Ieke ib now, in losing your temper 
with me, young woman.” 

Aud having said this the angry lady left the 
woeWVhat an fopertioess sd shiny” b 

ss an t 1” th 6 
our heroine when she found hal cee i 
didn’s want to be rude to her, but really her 
questions were more than I could submit to 
answer.” 

And yet it was a pity that Eifie’s patience had 
not lasted « while longer, and that she had not 
told her persistent questioner the little about 
herself that there was to tell, 

Bat we are uot always wise, neither are we 
always patient, and Eifia’s sweeb and gentle 
towper had been greatly tried of late, 

For a time she went on writing anewers to the 
letters which Mrs, Maltby had handed to her, but 
at length she had finished the last; and, having 
stamped and directed them, and placed them on 
the hall-table for a servant to post, she took her 
hat and favourite book and went out into the 
garden, intending to spend the next hour In a 
secluded arbour at the extreme limit of the 
grounds, 

Here she seated herself, and, wishing to forget 
the many things that troubled her, she opened 
the book and began to read. 

She had not read a couple of pages, however, 
before someone stood between hor and. the 
sunlight, and looking up, she saw Clarence 
Maltby. 

“Does your mother want me?” she asked, 
rising to her feet, and feeling suddenly anxious 
to ercape from him. 

Bat he blocked up the entrance so that she 
could not pats unless he stepped aside, and this 
he showed no fotention of doing. 

Oa the contrary, he extended his arms and 
eald exultingly,— 

“* You can’b get away now; I've got you to 
myself, The Woman and my mother have 
gone for o drive, and you and I are going to 
have a pleasant hour together, my dear.’ 

She made no answer, though her faco became 
very pale, and she strained her ears to catch the 
falntest sound, but she could distinguish nothing 
but the song of the birds, and the sweet warblers 
seemed to mock at her terror. 


CHAPTER Xt, 
CLARENCE SURPRISES HIMSELF, 


“You needn’s be so awfully afraid of me; 
I’m not going to eat you,” remarked Ciarence 
Maltby, seeing that Eife was looking as pale as if 
she were going to faint. 

**T don’t like being kepb here againat my will ; 
let me pasar, If you please,” was the answer. 

But she did not take a step forward as she 


To do so would have been to meet his 
extended arm, for, standing where he 4id, 
he completely blocked up the entrance to the 


arbour, 

’ © Why don’t you come on!” he asked, with a 
orlamphant ; “I’m ready to meet you haif- 
way. 

Exfie made no Immediate answer, bot che 
frowned and resumed her seat, 

After her first momentary terror she recovered 
her self-possession, and as she now locked steadily 
ai her unwelcome suftor she eald, diedainfully,—- 
“ “] presume that you consider your conduct 
manly! I do not, You know quite well, Mr. 


Maltby, that if your mother finds you here talk- 
ing to me that ehe will not only be very angry, 
but she will visit her anger upon me, and not 
upon you ; therefore I think it most ungener- 


ous on your part to expose me to milsconstruc- 
tion.’’ 
“ Ungenerous |” 











The word struck Cisrence Ms!tby a» & sironger 
word would not have done, 7 

If Elfie had told him that bia conduct wa, 
dishonourable he would have laughed, because 
he had In his time done many dishonoursbig 
things ; but{twas such « wonderful circumstance 
for any girl to appeal to his generosity that i; 
roused whatever spark of that feeling thers way 
in bis heart, and he dropped his-arms, ang 
answered with some compunction, — 

" Well, yee, I'm atraid that’s true; the mate 
always is unjust in that way, and I don’t wang 
to drive you from the house, or to make yon 
uncomfortable while you are here; but hang it 
all, 1 must talk to you sometimes, and you never 
give a fellow a chance.” 

“You may talk as long a# you like if you wil! 
lep me walk about the garden, or even sit down 
there,” said Eifie, desperately. ‘*I don’t mind 

our mother seeing you talk to me ; [6 is your 
@ here in this secluded spot that won4 
naturally make her angry.” 

© And you won't run away from mae if I do let 
you out 1” he asked, suspiciously, 

. ** No, I won't)” she answered, eager to is 


ee. 

* And you will les me talk to you as long os | 
like 1” was the next stipulation, 

“Yer, provided you don’t say anythisg to 
offend me,” 

“ Very well,” he assented, stepping azide, but 
instantly changlog his mind he added,— 

** You ought to give me a kives first.” 

“That I shall not do}” she ¢xclaimed, her 
eyes flashing, aud her pale cheeks flushing with 
anger. ‘I wonder at your daring to euggss 
such a thing.” 


He me ory loudly. 

She looked so beautifal in her anger, and she 
seemed so sincerely surprised at his presnmp- 
tion, that he could not resist the temptation of 


saying, — 

OTae len’ "51 that Beg: oot be beld 
eno’ to suggest thought ld get It; 
but I am going to be on my good behaviour now, 
and you are not to rau away from me,” 

So saying, he turned and walked away from 
the arbour, Elfie following bim. 

Clarence Maltby was rised at bis own 
moderation, and to think that he must 
really be a Very mach better fellow than he bad 
hitherto believed himsalf to he, 

The appeal to hia generosity and manlinew 
had really been a success, and he found that 
E.fie did not shrink from him as she had previ- 
ously done, 

It was not that she liked hia any better than 
hitherto, but she felt that she must fulfil her share 
of the Implied compact, and she was prepared to 
do a0. P 

* Don’t you think it would be very nice to Lave 
a couple od chitin under that treei” she aeked, 
pointing to m wide-rpreading oak that stood 
within fall view of the windows of the Louse. 

“T think it would be jast as nice io alb down 
in the middle of St, Paul's Churchyard or 
Trafalgar Square,” he replied grimly ; “ but i’) 
get the chairs if you like.’ 

“ Thank you,” replied Elfie, . 

And he went to fetch the chaira bimself, that 
being less troubleaome than calling a servact ‘0 
get them. 

But aa he did so, he muttered,— 

* Aunt Pen wae right. I must play my game 
patiently ; she wante lots of humouring, but | 
think I shall get her in hand at last, 1 wonder 
what the.old cat meant last night by promising 
me her money if I married Mies Heath ! Wantec 
to spite my mother, I surpsct, She couldn't 
have had any better motive!” - 

He came back to the shade of the tree, bring- 
ing the chairs with him, but he was not very Ww") 
pleased when he saw Eifie take from her pocks* 
a small case, from which she unrolled a strip of 
embroidery and the coloured slike with which 
she was working the flowers npon fb. 

**Oh, hang it all! You're not going to t¥, 
are you!” he with an n of 
ance. “I hate a woman to sew when I'm 

to 

y 


rr 
> Wh 1” peked Elfe, feeling that sbe must 


some remark, 
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« Because she only gives me half of her atten- 
tion,” was the answer, 

ElGe looked at bim, and repressed an inclina- 
ton to laugh, as ebe sald, qnietly,— 

“{ have no doubt I shall be able to pay proper 
attention te what you say, Mr, Maltby, and do 
my work ob the same time ; for, after all, you 
esnnot have anything very important to tell me.” 

* You may call {t Important or not, but I call 
th eo,” be retorted fn an aggrieved tone, while 
ahe proceeded to thread a needle; “and I think 
when a man — you cailuaas yout nih — 
than an i he ever saw, that you t Pp 
that ni eal work and look ab him.” 

* Bat suppose I don’t wish to be admired!” 
asked the girl, carelessly, and without lifting her 
eyes to emph wise her question, 

“Oh, come now, that’s all humbug; every 
woman likes to be admired,” 

‘You sre mistaken,” said Elfie, now looking 
steadily at him, “I am an exception to your 
cule, for I do not Ike It ; and eluce by my pro- 
aise I sm bound to listen to you, I wish yon 
wonld select a more pleasant topic than your 
fancied admiration for myself,” 

* Plescant, Indeed! hat could be more 
pleasant!" he asked, angrily, 

Suppose we talk about Miss Birch?” eug- 
gested Elfie; ‘she is comiog here on a visit very 
shortly, Have you known her very long }” 

"‘ Hang Miss Birch,” he replied, roughly. "I 
don't want-her. She’s one of the women that I 
can’t endure, she'll peck her husband’s ‘fo ont of 
partic she gots one, By Jove, talk of the 
devil—" 

He stopped abruptly, and Eifie, looking up 
culckly, eaw Mre, Borlstone, Miss Bicch and Mr, 
Kio coming towards them. 

She rose at once, thankful, beyond the power 
of words to express, that her enforced ¢é/c-d-téte 
with Clarence Maltby was ab an end. 

Until {ts was over she did not realise the in- 
tense strain that had been mpon her; and she 
felt so unnerved now that she fairly trembled as 
ahe spoke to Charlie, 

Cisrence Maltby was annoyed at the Inter- 
ruption, but belsg at home he was obliged to be 
polite, and be called ® servant and told him to 
bring chairs, and to let his mother know they 
= in the garden when she returned from her 

rive, 

Mrs, Burlstone had come over to invite the 
Maltbys to an evening party that was rather an 
imprompta affair, and when she learnt that Mrs, 
Penfold was visiting them, she suggested that 
they should all come to dinner, 

*T am golng to keep you for the night if Mra, 
Maltby will spare you,” remarked Charlie, ad- 
dresaing f to Elfe. “I am sure you like 
dancing ; I never met a girl that didn’t, and the 
best of the fun fs always at the end.” 

“You are very kind,” replied our herolue, 
gratefally, ‘and I shall greatly enjoy it if I can 
atay.” 

Clarence frowned, but made no comment, for 
he and Kingswood were talking about horees and 
jockeys, as though they had been ® couple of 
grooms, ; 

Presently Mre, Maltby and Mrs, Penfold ro- 
turned from their drive, aud shortly after this 
the gong sounded for luncheon, and they all went 
inte the dining-room, 

_ Tt was an understood thing at Maltby Grange 
that luncheon was a meal to which anybody who 
hed any acquaintance with the mistress wou!4 
drop in without invitation, and Mrs, Burletone 
prt sat down to table as a matter of 

Mrs. Penfold was huagry, and therefore had 
n0 time to be ly disagreeable, aud the 
pa A o ta a wat p b een Sento 

‘Re doing the greater part of the Bs 

‘You and Mr, Maltby had better come home 
with us, Mise Heath, and play lawn tennis,” eald 
Charlie, as they were rlaing from the table, ' You'll 
Spare them, won't you, Mrs, Maltby #”” 

“Ne, you'd much better atsy here and play,” 
replied that Indy, “It will be very dall for 
Mrs. Penfold and me to be left alone,” 

Charlie demurred, but Eitis eeconded the aug: 
Sestion, adding that Mrs, Maltby would pro- 





bably want her to’ write some letters in the 


evening. 
She dreaded the possibility of having to re- 
turn at night to the Grange with Clarence 
Maltby as her solitary excort, and was determined 
ab any cost to avold It. feron 

Mre. Burlstons, whose husband was from home 
for a couple of days, was quite willing to stay 
where she was, so Charile’s objections wore over- 
ruled, and soon after luncheon they went ozt to 
thd tennis-ground, 

Charlie Birch was the most generous-hearted 
of women, and was quite above any petty 
jealousy, but she could nob help seeing that both 
of the gentlemen were anxlous to secure Eifie for 
& partner, and that Maltby frowned and Kiogs- 
wood looked trlumphan’ when the fair secretary 
fell to the lot of the latter. 

When a woman fs young, pretty, and rich, and 
has been much run after in consequence, such an 
experience as this is not a pleasant one, be she 
ever so good-natured ; and !f the truth must be 
Charlia did not enjoy this afternoon as much 
she ought to have done, She was, however, 
partial enough In her own mind to exonerate 
ife from any attempt bo win the admiration of 
ther of the gentlemen ; indeed our poor litile 
heroine — AA —— = else was so 
preoccup 6 6, that she paid little 
or 20 heed to the et come | words, meant only 
for her ear, that were nothing in themeelves, bus 
that were intended to imply a great deal, and 
with which K(ngswood occasionally favoured her. 

The three married ladies sat at a distance 
from the players, alternately talkiog and watch- 

me, 


ga 

Suddenly, Mrs. Maltby, who never seemed to 
notice anybody, startled Eife by saying, — 

“You don’t seem to care much for the game, 
Miss Heath ! What fs the matter with yout” 

"I don’t feel quite well,” was the anawer, ‘I 
am tired, and rather sleepy.” 

“‘T hope you are not sickening for any of the 
dreadful complaints that are abont?" exclaimed 
Mrs, Maltby, in sudden alarm, 

Her very Intest hobby was the sanitary con- 
dition of ae and she had heard so much 
about diseases of late that she began to suspect 
“yp a simple headache was the sure precursor of 
a fever, 

Bat E.fie, who was not easily alarmed, only 

she eald 


laughed as —= 

“Ob, no, I don’t think it is anything at all 
serious, Those letters this morning rather 
bothered me because you were not by to tel! me 
exactly what to write, and my head ached when 
I left the stady.” 

‘*No wonder,’ growled Mra, Penfold; ‘‘it's 
enough to make anybody's head ache to sib stew- 
{ng in that hot littie room hour after hour, I 
thought so this morning.” 

** Then it’a a pity you didn’t select some other 
room in which to spend the morniog,” remarked 
the hostess, frigidly.. *‘The study does for me 
well enough.” 

Elfio had returned to the players, and ‘indiog 
herself so closely watched she made a euccessfal 
effort to throw off her depression. 2 

Wel! enough she knew that ft wae not the 
close study, but the ogitating scene In the arbour 
that had 20 depressed her ; and she wondered If 
the quiet lesson she had given Ciarence Maltby 
would-have the effect of makiog him treat ber 
with more deference, and of refraining from 
troubling wer with what he was pleased to call 
his admiration for herself, 

She played on for some little time, and then 
the of other visitors broke up the game. 

Colonel St. Vincent and his daughter Barbara 
were the newcomers, and Elfie looked at them 
curiously ; for though she had not previously 
seen them she had heard their names several 
times since she bad been here, and she wondered 
whether what sho had heard about them was 
true. 

The Colonel was tall and grey, severe looking 
and soldiérly. : 

It was only naturai, of course, that, having 
spoken or bowed to those present, whose faves 
he knew, he should take a chair and ret 1b down 
close to Mre, Maltby, to whom he devoted all his 
attention, 


E 


Rhee 





He might have had something of importance 
to say to ier about her schools, her sham 
political intrigues, or her sanitary mania——-pro- 
bably he had, 

At any rate, he seemed very much interested 
{n his subject, and the lady to whom he talked 
Listened with pleased attention. 

Elfie saw this, and she Iikewise observod that 
Clarence Maltby every now and again cast 
augry glances at the elderly couple, and that he 
realsted ali Miss St. Vincent's attempts te con- 
centrate his attention upon herself, 

Yet they seemed to be very old friends of the 
Maltbys, for the young peoplo addressed each 
other by their Christian names, and when Fifie 
offered to relinquish her place fn the garae to 
Miss St, Vincent that young lady accepted ft at 
oncs, 

The reat of the players were nob well pleased 
with this, but our heroine was not at all sorry to 
bs able to take a chair at 6 little distance, and to 
watch the game withont, however, taking savy 
real Interest in {t, 

She was still eufferiog from the nervous and 
repressed agitation caused by Clareuce Maltby’s 
presence in the arbour, and though she had 
succeeded in reducing him to something like 
proper beb:.viour, she could not help feeling that 
be had established a sort of right to talk to her, 
that {f persisted In by him might lead to very 
vapleasant coneequences. 

“It I could only get away from thiw place, 
only get something else to do;” she thought 
sadly, “Jt isn’t the amount of work that I have 
to do here; I could do ten thmes as much, 
willingly and with comfort. Itie that dreadfa! 
young man that terrifies me, The Idea of his 
presumption in wanting to kies me! I think I 
shall dle if he over attempts to do eo!" 

Her thoughts muat have been reflected {n her 
face, for a startled look came Into her eyes, and 
she became suddenly pale, as a sharp keen-edged 
voice at her elbow remarked, “ You've been a 
good deal put ont to-day, Miss Heath t' 

"I?" she exclaimed, turning quickly, and 
meeting Mra, Penfold's steely grey eyes. 

"'Yes, you!” waa the answer; “ something 
has worrled you. What ts it?” 

** Nothing, thank yon,” replied E.fie, coldly ; 
but, recollecting herself, she added, '' nothing at 
least that would Interest you.” 

Then changing her tone, she sald with genuine 
admlration,— 

"Look at Miss St, Vincent, doeen’t she play 
splendidly |” 

* Yes, and her father plays bis game just ag 
well,” responded the old woman drily. ‘There's 
no fool like an old foc), particularly if she’s got 
money of her own, and thinks she can do what 
she likes with it.” 

Bifie glanced in the direction Indicated by this 
remark, and even she could not misunderstand 
the object of Colone! St. Vincent's visit; and, 
jadging from ths pleased ‘look ou Mrs, Maloby’s 
face, his suft could nob be considered an un- 
welcome one, 

“It will make a considerable difference to 
Clarence ff his mother does make a second 
marriage,” continued Mra. Penfold, looklog 
intently at her companion’s face. 

“Will it?” was the indifferent response. 

"Yes, he will no longer be master here,” safd 
the strange old womsn; “' neither will he be able 
to draw upon his mother's purse as he does now ; 
and as for you, your oceupation will be gone. 
Tus Colonel tsn’t like poor Maltby ; he won’t let 
his wife follow her own devices, and fling her 
money away az she has done.” 

"Can he help it }’’ asked Eifie, feeling that {6 
wae uscless to try to ellence Mre. Penfold, or to 
get her to talk on avy other aubject, 

"Well, legally he can’t,” replied the old 
lady, shaking her head; “but practically he 
will, And then there fs that big daughter of 
his; she will Ifve with them, and ff Clarence 
doesn’t marry her—as he won’t—she’il drive him 
out of the house, Bad she'll get you out of the 
house first, Misa Heath—ahe doesn’t approve of 

ou. ‘ 

'§ That fa very sad,” responded Eifie, with 
undisguised contempt ; “ but I don’t think she 
will have any difiiculty in driving mo away.” 
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‘No, nelther do I,” observed the old lady, 
significantly, Then, as though moved by a 
sudden impulse, she said 

“You can come to me {if you like when you 
leave here, I sometimes want a companion.” 

Elfie looked at ber In astonishment, then she 
laughed heartily as she said,— 

‘You told me last evening that you never 
wished to eee my face sd 

I’ve no need to wish to see it,”retorted Mrs, 
Penfold, rising from her seat, and epeaking with 
“unnecessary bitterness ; ‘‘for ib reminds me at 
every turn of the face of one who Is dead!” 

Aud having sald this she walked away, leaving 
Eifie to look after her with feelings of vague 


diemay, 
(To be continued.) 








MAX, 
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Tag litle shop was closed for the night. 
People did not buy second-hand books enovgh 
after dark to pay for gas, the proprietor sald, so 
he was enjoying his own reading in the sitting- 
room, 

It was a small room back of the shop; a poor 
room, too, where each article of furniture seemed 
reduced to the last stage of shabbinesr, snd the 
old man, reading in the circle of brightness, 
under the lamp-shade, looked as old, as worn 
out, as ehabby as his surroundings. Saddenly a 
clear, sweet voice, with the musical ring of 
youth In ite joyous accente, rcuied him, 

Do I loos very nice, grandfather !” 

Mr. Demman pushed aside his book, stralghi 
eced his spectacles, a looked up, a smile cn 
bis lips, aud a brightifees io his eyes that only 
Millie's volee could bring there, 

He eaw, standing very crect before him, a 
quaint Mttle figure in a white muslin dress of a 
fashion of twenty years before, with straight full 
ekirt, very stiff, and emooth, a low-necked, short- 
sleeved body, and a little roffle of lace for its 
sole trimming. From the soft lace rose shoulders 
round and white ae an lofant’s, a elender throat, 
aod then e face of such rare loveliness that 
twas emall wonder the answer was an emphatic 
ore, 


You lock very nice indeed, my darling! Is 
this a new dress |” 
‘'No, indeed, grandfather. Do you think I 


would buy new dresses when there is that great 
trunk full of mamma's, that fit me now exactly ? 
Mollie eays evening dresses sre exactly allke, and 
so I chose this one.’’ 

But—were you going ont #” 

“Have you forgotten, grandfather, Brenda 
Ligh asked me to her party? She ‘comes out’ 
tale evening. We have been such dear friends at 
schoo), and J] know that she would come here 
oftener if you had not forbidden me to ask any 
ove*here. Bub she is very fond of me; and, 
grandfather, her cousin, Max Melton, is here 
from Liverpoo).”’ 

“Tndeed ! So you are to see your hero?” 

“My bero! Ch, no; he quite belonge to 
Brenda. But she has told me so much abous 
him—how noble he iz, and how munch good he 
hae done wherever he goss—that I must admire 
him. And I want to like the husband of my 
very best fiiend.” 

‘Oh! ber hueband, Is he?” 

‘Ob, you dear, forgetfal grandfather! Have 
I uct told you before that there is a lot of money, 
left by an cold aunt to Max and Brenda ff they 
are married If either one refuses, the money 
all goes to the others,” 

Yes, yes; I remember. 
cannot go alone,” 

‘*No; Molile will go with me, and fetch me. 
She must be ready now,” And Millle tied a 
white hood over her short, brown curls, and 
wrapped herself in a great shawl, ' Gocd-night, 
dear grand{sather |” ‘ 

The warmest of kisses pressed the withered 
Ups, and Millie filtted away, happy in the 
anticipation of her frlend’s welcome, and the 
dimly imagined giorles of tbe firat party to which, 


Bat this party—you 





in all the seventeen years of her life, she had ever 
been invited. 

Two hours later, in a large, brililantly lighted 
room, filled with gueste from the very cream of 
society, a lady and gentleman stood conversing. 
The lady, a ae, blonde, was the débutante of 
the evening, Brenda Leigh ; and the gentle- 
man, many long yeare her senior, reamed on 
terms of intimacy, as he questioned her freely 
aboud the guests in the room. 

“Qne forgets even old friends in a long 
abzence,”’ he said, In a leisurely tone that was 
habitual to him ; “and I see many new ones here.”’ 

“ Bat you will soon know them all, if you stay 
with us all winter, Max. There are so many I 
want you to know and like. There are the 
Gceyson gtr pink ; they are worth a fortuce 
in their own right ; and there fs Nora Creighton ; 
is she not handsome? And the tall, fair blonde 
es mamma is the great heiress, Julla 


** And who,” he asked, fn his cool, leisurely 
manner, “is the pretty girl on the sofa, who 
looks a= if she wants to cry }” 

‘I dare say she does,” said Brenda. “ That 
is one of my sechool-fellows, Millie Clarke ; and 
I invited her for this evening because we were 
such fast friends at school; but if I had koown 
she waz golng to come here looking like that, I 
would never have asked her. Why, that dress 
is ul, aid she hasn’s an ornament!” 
And Brenda arranged her costly bracelets, and 
toyed with her diamonds, glancing complavently 
at her own rich dress. 

“TI see,” sald Max, gravely. 

Bat when he had strolled through the conser- 
vatory with B-enda, and listened to her rapid, 
giggling speeches some ten minutes longer, he 
resigned her to a moustached dandy, and quietly 
but persistently worked his way to the sofa 
where Millie still sat, struggling with her mor- 
tification, 

Bowing gravely, he said. — 

** May I take something of a host's privilege, 
and Introduce myself as Mrr. Leigh's nephew, 
Max Melton!” 

a aby, grey eyes Suned aaichn fixed 
upon t t pattern were q , 

* Ohi” with a quick drawn breath, “ are you 
Maxi I know so much about you!” 

“Indeed |” 

* Brenda talked so often of her couein Max,” 
eald Millfe, blushing brightly, with o« eudden 
fear of having been forward, 

“Then, since you know me so well, perhaps 
you will do me the honour to dance the next 
waltz with me?” 

“ [should like it eo much, only, only—only I 
think you bad better not. * there was an 
evident battle here against rising tears—''{t is 
my firet party, and I did not know—and there 
was no one to tell me—and It wae a drese of my 
mother’s—she died when she was only nineteen, 
and I did not think abont the fashion. Moille 
did It up beautifully for me, and I thought it 
wea nice until I eaw the rest. Bat, you see, 
there Is not one fn the room leoks as I do.” 

“Not one,” he thought, looking down upon 
the exquisitely lovely face, and wondering how 
many of the ladies present would give her jewels 
and finery fa ene for such rare perfection of 
besuty. Eat aloud he sald,— 

“It is quite evident that you do not know that 
to own an old-fashioned dress nowadays is to 
attain an enviable distinction.” 

Yet while he spoke he could see Brenda jook- 
ing with scorn upon the muslin that she had told 
her mother was “nelther one thivg nor the 
other ; not old enough to be weithetic, but simply 
out of style,” 

*' Perhaps you do not care for dancing?” Max 
ssid, after a patient walting of some minntes. 

"Oh! butI do! And no one has asked me 
yet. Iam eure I dance, for we all were taught 
at Madame Despard’s ; but—bnt—-” Tho childish 
lips quivered sgaiv, though bravely pressed 
together. , 

Guessing something of how deeply Brenda had 
stung this sensitive nature by her reception, 
Max dropped Into an easy chalr, close beside the 
sofa, saying,— 

**T Imagine we are fellow-eufferers, Miss 
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enman, 1 know but very few people here, and 
oo a ‘lone, lorn’ feeling, even ia this crowd, 
Bat your uame is very farailiar to me, One of my 
desrest friends, a professor In the university 
where I was educated, was Edward Denman, and 
his wife wae named Lillfe.” 

‘My father! my mother!” cried Millie, 
" Did you know them? I wasonly a baby when 
they both died, elxieen years ago,” 

I remember. It was the year that I 
groduated that Professor Denman died. I did 
not know that his wife, too——-” 

“Mamma died first,’ Milife, said, softly ; 
" but there was only one month between,” 

With this bond between them the two forgot 
the gay crowd aronnd them, Millfe hungrily lis- 
tening to the memories her grave companion 
imparted to her of her father and the young 
wife Max remembered so well. 

It was better for Millie that Mollie came early 
for her nureeling, and the evening had acarcely 
began for Brenda's guests when Millie stole away 
home, all the mortification, the burt, sore feeling 
of ber reception, forgotten In the keen pleasure 
of ber laet hour, in which the grave, middle-sged 
mon had talked to her of her parents. 

‘He is not at all like the hero I imagined, 
grandfather,” she sald, nestling down at the old 
man's alde as she told her experiencer. “I had 
no ides he was so much older than Brende.” 

“ He must be nearly forty, If he graduated the 
year your father died, dear.” 

‘He looks co ; but ob, grandfather, he seemed 
so far above the young men around him. None 
of them speke to me, but I could hear them 
talking to the ladies they were with, and—! don’t 
think I should care, even if I was pretty, to be 
told so in such broad terme, grandfather, I 
should be afraid the person who told me thought 
me silly as well.” 

"Perhaps he would. And so you are content 
now, Millle, to give up partlee for the future and 
never to eee your hero sgain?” 

" Qaite content, I hope I am not prond or 
valo, but I don’t care to feel so small sgain ae I 
did Inet evening, and I think Brenda will not 
care ever to see me ‘% 

Bat, although Milile was quite right In this 
last surmise, there was one of the guests of the 
important evening who could not drop so easily 
the recollection of the soft grey eyes that had 20 
frankly met his ; the low, sweet voice that asked 
such eager questiors ; the slim, graceful figure, 
so quaintly attired. World-worn even beyond 
bis years, Max Melton had spent eo many of these 
in a s'raggle for fortune that love hed seemed to 
bim a far-off, imposeible dream, He had drifted 
into a tacit consent to the terms of his great 
aunt's will, withcut giving the ent ject much con- 
sideration untii Mrr. Leigh's letter informiog him 
that Brenda was nineteen and had left echool, 
and faviting him to pay her a visit, suddenly 
brought him face to face with bis future life. 

He had won his way from a boyhood of com- 
parative poverty to the possession cf ample 
means and the money of his deceased great aunt 
offere no temptation to him. 

But into his lovely heart stole vikions of a 
home, a wife, = dear companion to share every 
thovght of his brain, every pleasure of hie life. 

Young love comes without thought, without 
preparation, a glad, rosy vielon of impossible 
olisr, Bat the love of middle life takes roason 
tato counsel, and Max was not a boy to ruzh 
into mad dreams, 

Yet the sweet hope ronsed by his aunv’s letter, 
came again and again to fill his thoughts, and an 
ideal of pore, eweet girlhood, of a shy, tender 
malden who would trast her happiness to his 
keeping, was suddenly confronted by a bold, 
elgglivg echool girl, who met him as her property 
without one impulse of maldenly reserve, Two 
days of Intercourse with Brenda Leigh had quite 
aay say to return speedily to Liverpool, 

en & arty given partly io his hono 
met Mie iw 

Had he unconsciously founded his own {deal upon 
bla recollection of hls old teacher's wife, he won- 
dered, when Millie so entirely met his dream? 
Was there yet, in this heartless world, one pure, 
untow ched heart that knew nothing of fashion or 
glitter, yet was content in obscurity? Some- 


thing of the child’s life be could guess in her 
conversation, and that little was enough to de- 
tein him near to her to learn more. 


Mr. Denman as one of his son’s old pupils, and 
{t seemed to the old man as if a stone waa lifted 
from his heart as Max, evening after eventing, 
found his way to the shabby altting-room behind 
the book-store, leaving ever with a deeper love 
for the sweetest little maiden he had ever known, 
and gathering into his own keeping the first pure, 
strong love of her young heart. 

The winter had passed when Max Melton asked 
the old bookseller to give him his one treasure, 

** You love her, and you are willing to give np 
your aunt’s fortune for her sake?” Mr, Den- 
man aeked, 

**My auni’s fortune} So you have heard of 
that! It was all eettled months ago, Brenda 
has the whole, and is engaged to the prettiest 
little fop who has figured {n society this winter. 


would think she had married her grandfather It 
I was her husband.” 

** And you love my Millie!” 

**] love her,” was the quiet, grave answer. 

** Although her sole wardrobe fe the one her 
mother left afxteen years ago?” 

‘* To epite of that appalling fact |’ 

“And she loves you. Loves you with her 
whole heart. I belleve I act for the child's 
happiness when I give my glad consent to her 
marriage with a man T have learned to respect 


It waa not difficult to Introduce himeelf to | 


She ssys my grave face frightens her, and she | 


and love as I respect and love but few, And 
}now I will tell you-why Millie's faiure bas 
| weighed heavily upon my heart. I have not 
negiected her, thongh she has lived so quleily 
here with ms, 
| “She bas been educated fn the best echools, 
and J know the polish of fashionable life would 
come easily to her natural refinement, were it 
' ever needed. Batit was nob because 1 ehon!d 
|leave her to etrvggle with poverty that. I 
| trembled for her fature, bub because the fortune 
you have resigned fe nob one-fourth of the one 
| Millie will inherit ab my death.” 
| ** And you live so quietly |” 
i §o humbly, because Iam content in my o'd 
home, and I did not want Miille to marry 5 
| fortune-hunter, Bat now,” and his hand grasped 
that of his companion, 1 am more thar content. 
| Are you sorry you have won a wood-vivlet who 
haa grown to such sweet perfection in the shade, 
| fostead of a flaunting garden tulip?” 
Bab Max answered only by » amile, for at that 
| moraent Millie came in, and fn his ayes, as they 
| reated on her face, was a proud love, w perfect 
content, that wae batter than words 
And if Brenda, fluttering through life like a 
| gaudy butterfly, wouders openly how Milile can 
| forego all those pleasures that her fortune places 
| within her reach, Millie knows where despe: 
| happiness can be found In the quiet charities, ibe 





| many works of benevolence to which she gives 


time and money under the guidance of ber gir!- 
hood’s hero, Cousin Mex. 
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SOCIETY, 


Tae Queen durlug the Iset week of her stay In 
Scotland made shorter drives than is her wont, 
This was attriboied to Her Majesty's anzlety as 


to the despatches about the course of events in 
South Africa, 


Tex German Emperor has prepared for publl- 
cation the diary of his tour {fn Palestine, It 
describes the progress of his journey day by day, 
and gives the Emperor's impreselons on the 
scenery and incidents which he witnessed, The 
book will be illustrated from photographs taken 
by the Empress. 

Tur Princess of Walea’s life at Sandringham, 
though a quiet one, ts always well occupied. Her 
Royal Highness is a delightful hostess, A proof 
of her niceness fs that when the brothers De 
Reezke were guests at Sandringham the Princess 
would nob ask them to sing, because much as 
she delighted In thelr talent she waz thelr hos- 
teas, and wished them to kuow they were asked 
as friends. The gifted brothers, however, 
divining the P:incess's motive, asked to be per- 
mitted to sing, and the permission was de- 
lightedly given, upon which the Princess was 
asked to choose their songs. At the end of the 
evening the Royal lady shook hands with each of 
them, and sald, “ You have given me very great 
pleasure to-night.” 


Tus Empress Frederic, who bas been advised 
to winter In the South, bas taken the Villa 
Marigola on the Gulf of Spezia, The villa, which 
is out of the besten track of winter visitors, isa 
fine one with beautiful grounds. A emali yacht 
or despatch veseel of the German aavy will be 
placed at her Mejesty’s dlepoxal daring her stay. 
The Empress has always had # great love for 
Italy and is pleased that she ic advised to winter 
there, The Empress has not been very well of 
late, although happily nothing at all serious iz 
the matter. Her Majesty is deeply fnterested In 
the war, as she has Hoglish Interests as strongly at 
heart ae ever, and is even before German Empress 
& British Princess. The Prince of Wales ta very 
fond of hie elder sister, who warmly reciprocates 
his affection. 


Tas railway car in which the Queen and her 
eulte travel from Scotland resembles a very 
luxurious fat on wheels. Jt ts on the most 
perfectly made springs, so that the motion of the 
train fs hardly felt. The cellings are thoroughly 
padded, and the floors covered with the softest 
and thickest of carpets, Every compartment 
soptains « set of electric bells, by means of 
which the train can be stopped at any moment, 
The two saloons actually occupled Her 
Mojesty are always placed In the very of 
he train, and when she slights from them she 
does so by means of steps, which are let down as 
from an old-fashioned carrlage. The Queen 
gever travels without her private despatch boxes, 
and also certain small trunks containing old 
letters and souvenirs which she always kesps 
with her, 

To her love of cycling the Duchess of Fife sdds 
the gentle craft of Izaak Walton. When at Mar 
Lodge she spende whole days with her rod and 
iine upon the banks of the Dee, dreesed In the 
Daff tartan and weariag s simple sailor bat, and 
rccasfonally a scarlet togue, Her favourite part 
for Gabing is just above the Lynn of Dee, one of 
the mosh lovely spots ln the romantic district ; 
and one can well understand how the Duchess, with 
her sweet and quiet nature, so averse from public 
show snd ceremonial, enjoys the meditative 
sport In the midst of the solitude of the ever- 
fasting hills, with no sound save the rushing of 
Dee's turbulent stream over its rocky bed. 
The Duchess Invariably distributes the spoll of 
her sport amongst the poor of the district, or 
vends It to charitable Institutions. The Dake 
fiads his amusement in sport ofa more exciting 
character, He ls an enthuslaatic hunteman, and 
the hills which rise behind Mar Lodge are well 
atocked with deer ; he fs also 4 noted “ shot,” 


| Spoonful of chocolate may be 


STATISTICS, 


THE takings of London theatres and muslc- 
halla exceed £1,500.000 a year. 

Mors than 2,000 people make a living in Paris 
by fortane-telliog, their total yearlyearnings being 
estimated at £800,000, 

TH: catacombs of Rome extend 580 miles in 
length, and contain, ib fe estimated, ths 
remains of 6,000,000 human bodies. 

France loses every year by Infectious and 
contagious diseases 240,000 lives, or nearly 
double the number of Ives lost fn the Franco- 
Prussian War of 1870. 

A PHILOSOPFICAL atatleticlan calculates that In 
the year 2000 there will 1.790,000,000 
peopie who speak English, and that the other 


500,000,000 pecple. 





GEMS. 


To let & man know that you recognise and 
rejoice In some good quality of his is to bless 
him with a new heart and stimular. 

Were the conceptiona of duty and pleasure 
alwaye associated {n our own thoughts, the one 
would be sweetened, the other dignified, and 
both would be raised to 5 higher plane. 

Beygvicence should never be exercised at 
random, nor upon irrational {mpulee, bat should 
be the outcome and expression of a disposition 
trained and nourished in the atmosphere of 
human fzlendahip, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Raisin Pics, Two and one-half pounds 
ralsins, three doze medium-sized cucamber 
pickles, one quart vinegar, threecups light brown 
sugar, two tablespoonfuls white mustard seeds, 
two tablespoonfuls celery seeds, a little mace and 
stick cinnamon, and one small teaspoonfal ground 
black pepper, Boll spices, sugar and vinegar to 
arichsyrup ; put fn ralsins and let cook antil 
plump and clear, and pour el! over the chopped 
cucumbers. If thie amount of syrup does not 
cover pickles, make another quart of vinegar, 
adding more spices aud sugar. 

Icz Cazan,-—Take four breakfaet-cups of milk, 
two tablespoonfuls cornflour, half-pound sugar, 
one teaspoonful essence of vanilla; heat the 
milk and add to fb the cornflour wet with a little 
cold milk ; let {t boll, then stir in the sugar and 
vanilla, and set it aside to get quitecold. Then 
freeze it. Any other flavour may be added 
instead of vanilla, lemon or straw 3 a table- 
with the 
cornflour, and is good for achange, The cream 
may be made with skim milk, and an egg pat in 
well beaten up after it has boiled ; that makes it 
a little yellow. 

A Rassir Poppinc —Take a vlee young rabbit, 
skin it, well wach 16, and ent it {nto joints, and 
place {t In a stewpan with a large onion, two 
carrote, a bay-leaf; aud four long peppers. Cover 
with stock, and let {t stew gently for an hour 
andahsif, Take up the rabbit, remove the 
bones, aud pass the mest through a mincing- 
machine; then add to ft two tablespoonfuls fine 
breadcrumbs, balf a teaspoonful grated lemon 
rind, pepper and salt to taste, and moisten with 
two well-beaten eggs. Now grease a ‘basin and 
garnish it with strips of the carrot which was 
bolled with the rabbit; preas the mixtore luto 
the basin, cover with buttered paper, and steam 
for an hour, Meanwhile, bofl some macaroni in 
short lengths, and put a ring of {b on the dish. 
Sift chopped parsley over, and In the centre 





place the pudding. Serve a little good gravy 
separately Ina sauce-tureen, 





Earopean languages will be spoken by only 
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MISCELLANEOUS, 


Tue Christmas Tiree grows tn twenty-three 
countries, 

Atrrapy the holly for Christmas ly being 
tended. 

In Cornwall the Yule Log Is cailed the 
** mock.” 

Tz old Christmas mummers were the fore. 
runners of our modern pantomime. 

Ty old times the Yule Log, after belong hai. 
consumed, waa lald avfde till the next year, when 
it was used to light the new Yale Log, 

Ir Is supposed that the average depth of sand 
{fn the deserts of Africa is from thirty to forty 
feet. 


Ix the Philippines the parting benediction {s 
bestowed In the form of rubbing one’s friend's 
face with one’s hand, 

Tue Malay language is spoken by more than 
40,000,000 persons, it is sald to be casy to 
learp, as it has almost no grammar, 

Ty Chins au inferfor upon horseback meeting 
@ superior dismounta and waits till the other has 


Tue city of Santa Croz, U.S.A, Ie, perhaps 
the only municipality in which water fe for- 
nished free to the Inhabitants for domestic pur 


THERE are no “slums” ip Berlin, Even ic 
the poorest quarters of the clty the streets are 
paved with asphalte and kept scrupulously clean. 

WHates teeth form: the colnage of the 1'jj! 
Islands. They are painted white and red, the 
red teeth being worth about twenty times x 
rouch as the white, 

THE wageail bowl was an fovariable sccom- 
paniment of the New Year among the Saxons 
and anclent Germans, The name fs derived from 
the Saxon wasshee], an expression equivalent to 
“ to your health,” 








FACETLE. 


Sar: “If I were to die, you would never gei 
another wife like me.” He: “ What makes you 
think-I’d ever want another like you }” 

Ma, De Frsu: “ What dovely hair Miss 5 weet- 
eter has!" Mrs. De Fysh: “Yas, She doesn’t 
have to economise iu anything,” 

Motuxzx : “ Genevieve, why did you suffer Mr. 
Bridges to kles you last night?!” Genevieve ; 
“] did not suffer, mamma.” 

Mrs, Netonsours: “How do Mke- your new 
servant?” Mrs, Suburbs: ‘ Why, we haven't 
any new cervant, Our girl has been with us for 
nearly four days i” 

Lapy of the house (to applicant for a place: 

“ Why did sou leave your last place?” Servant: 
**Once I was caught Mstening at the door.” 
Lady: “Oh! What did you hear?” 
Connvoror (hastily): “How old is that 
child?” Young Mother (indignantly): “Do I 
look old enough to have a child old exong te 
psy fare 1” 

First Gossip: “ Maude aat up half the night 
with ‘Martin Chuzzlewit.’” Second Ditto 
“ Maude efte up half the night with a man. Sis 
must bs engaged.” Third Ditto: "Maude is 
soon to be married.” 

“I wavs patented an Tovention that will oe 
of incalculable benefit to the human race, 
“What!” "A phonographic collar-button that 
will make ite own profanity when it rolls auder 
the dresaing- table.’ 
Morugn ; " Come, Eila, dear, you onght to be 
in bed ; go and give your governess a kiss ano 
ran off te bed.” Ells; “I musb say good night, 
mother, to her ; but I won't give her a kiss. 
Mother: "Bat why, dear?” Eila:. ‘* Becaus® 
she smacks people's faces who kiss her. She doe 





really, mamma. You ask papa!” 
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ROTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


0, L-Try one of the large London hospitag. 
Cxuia.—If his wife happens to be alive, his marriage 
would be illegal. 

Curiovs.—Boer is the Datch form of boor, and means 

a countryman or farmer, 

snrye.— A cup of very hot — taken at bedtime 
will often prevent sleeplessness. 

Cowstant Reapen.—If your tien’ Gias apenas 
you get one-third and your children two-thirds. ‘ 

Grxcor.—Bashfulmess is easily remedied if a Phi 
only have # little determination and self-rellance.j 

Evin.—Ol!p the eyelashes very carefully and only a 
trife. This will probably both lengthen and thicken 
them. 

Potty.—Rub well with a cloth wet in kerosene ofl. 
After using the oil wash thoroughly with hot soapy 
water. 

A. B.—It is said 4 to drink sweet milk after eatin 
cnions will purify the breath so that no‘odour w 


Onn wHo Wantéa to Kxow.—I!f she is a 
taught at home, she need not go to schoul ; otherwise 
she must. 

Unspectpgp,—There is but little choice between the 
hoepitals you mention. Write to the superinterdent of 
apy one of 

Manan ie rues vecemenin’ es to give up the 
ideo of marriage until you are a little more certwin of 
yourself and your feelings. 

H. §.—The Flying Dutchman is a spectral ship sup- 
posed by sailors.to cruise off ant ap Good Hops. 
The sight of this abtp ig supposed to be a very bad 
omen. 

G. R. (Middlesbrongb).—There Xf Ney an Act 
passed such as you describe, bas —_ 
ropealed or not we do not know, but it Den Bb cortakaly is in 
abeyance. 

Istzrrstep.—It has been stated that the a! auasapherte 
concussion caused by an a coats soe ¢ she)i will 
a eee Cae oe without material contact 


P ot.—The total loss of British troops in the Orimean 
War was ee but hardly more than one 
in ten of these fell in battle ; the otkers died in hospite! 
of disease or wounds, 


Awxtovs Morugs.= It is a mistake to send children to 


school too young. A child is always ta’ in know- 
ledge of some sort ; the brain work may well be left till 
the child is at least seven. 

A. R.—The term ‘“' clipper” was first applied to fast 
trottin and it was not until after it had been in 
= circles it was used to characterise 

sailing ships, yachts, &o, 


en — It = be wisest tu leave the moles alone 

} ae H tly, ia which case consult a 
or. cauteriain them yourself would 
bably do more barm than : than good. 103 vi 

Manaz.—It would be very foolish of Rp dd to hold bm 
young man to mye Te 
You were evidently too young at ‘al, 
and itis quite possible that aon aera a 
found this out before long, even - 
anticipated you. 

V. L.--Wrapped in mertial cloak chaplain or an officer 
would read burial service over common ve, and a 
volley would be fired. This is when time Rw 
otherwise soldiers bodies would be hurriedly barle 

parte where they fell, 

ReovtaR Reaper.—Write to Secretary, Civil Service 

Cannon-row, Westminster, §.W., request- 
to be furnished with list of subjects set to can- 


a! Loe, and If the spots ar 
)— d,- dm bes need to be ighty rubbed with the 
part Po not too or the faller's earth will be dificult 


FARTICULAR.—Take a pleco of the paper and ht i 
and if arsenic be gee i = ny notice an eae aks 
Se oe 
r pour over ita 
diluted h: sdredilorie Can” i If the greens in the pattern 
become bias under treatment, it is because they 


this treatmen 
M. oe it out flat 
fs with yellow soap ond att Ww cy ne and then acrob 








the 


TROUBLED HovsskgErEr. — Wherever your carbolic 
acid both insects and eggs will be utterly de- 
troy A plan you have taken ie therefore thorough, 
vg he ye fill up all crevices in walle w 

plaster of Paria, making a owe at ad time Into stiff 
Sesto with water and uy Be knife as trowel; 
wash out ali bolt holes in ae with water contain- 
ing carbolic acid. 

W. M.—Unless 
cleaned by simply washing the surface with warm 
water to which a little borax has been addcd. if much 
stalued, diseolve equal parts of soap, powdered whiting, 
and washing-soda ip a little boiling water ; lay over the 
spots while hot, let “it remain on a day or two, then 

wash off with clean water, and polish with a soft 


very much stained, marble can be 


A. 0.—The authoriced translation of the Bible was 
produced between the years 1607-11 by forty-eight 
jeeny The octavo edition was printed in man 

os same as that now employed), The previous 

Peoeiah,* hat ob ted in what is now 

called "old i En "but wi in reality, was type 

of the German prow ght with bim hy Caxton 
when he introduced the art of printing into England, 


Marnce.—Rub the eutte thickly wiih soap, then 
— > fine chalk thickly on them ; put.them on the 
graes, or failing that, out at a window in the Nght and 
air; keep them wet, and, if necessary, renew the soap 
and the chalk ; this seldom falle to remove thera; but 
falling tbat, Mania chloride of lime will do, but be ‘care- 
fal or it will bu ; keep the linen wet, and dilute the 
chloride of lime. 


Durren.—The best way by which a foreigner can 
ims ee of a is > oe 
exam whey pe egenkene, and especially to 
sonnel of ed: A. . Ne amount of study 
or attention given to no printed dirsetion will give a per- 
- ay It is by Sesttation, snataly. that on ~~ 
b a roainly, that accuracy 0! 

sound and accent may be obtained, 


LOVE'S POEM. 


Ty_I were biind, and thou shouldst enter 
EB’er s0 softly in the room, 

I sh know it, 

I should feel it, 
Something subtle would reveal it, 
Andes glory round thee centre 
That would lighten up the gloom ; 
And my heert would aurely guide me, 
With Love's second sight provide me, 
One amid the crowd to find, 

If I were blind. 


if i were deaf, and thou hadet spoken, 
Ere thy pretence I bad known, 
ould — it, 
I should feel 
Something eubtle te M reveal it, 
And the seal at once be broken 
By Love’s iquid undertone ; 
Deat to other stranger voices 
And the world's discordant nolses— 
Whisper, wheresoe'er thou art, 
"Twill reach my heart, 


SaL_v.—In washing blue flsanel the colour may be 
revived by adding vinegar to the rinsing water in the 

proportion of a tablespoonfal to 2 gallon. Never put 
mie in the water when binge = coloured fannels to set 
= colour. Instead, us ece of alum about as big as 

e nut to a tab hol ing three or four gallons. 

a the water makes the flannels feel sticky when 

‘Cecusa.—To be in a position to give any reilable sort 
of advice, it is necessary to know something about your 
circumstances and yous qualifications. We might 
suggest something quite outside your mag or 
that would, at least, be entirely uucongenfal to you. If 
—- in a position to choose what business or pro- 
leasion you are to follow, you must choose something 
for which you feel you have a distinct talent and taste. 


Sisvu.—The British Government and all other first- 
class aane Powers have — nag which serve the 
purpose of submarine in conjunction with 
mines fired either from the shore, or by appliances set 
fo operation through coming into contact with an 
enemy's ship ; but no er has @ workable submarine 
boat, although many have been designed, and some— 
like a recent French cne—seem so successful as to be by 
many considered practicable, 


AmaTEvR.—Oold cream is inexpensive to make and 
always useful to have. Melt together one ounce of 
white wax, two ounces of spermaceti and half a pint of 
almond off. The ingredients should be placed in an 
earthenware vessel and put on tho stove to melt 
a a Btir with a silver or a bone 7 and when 


mixed add two ounces of pure glycerine and 

tneive 3 of otto of roses. Continuo to Ter this till 
, and then pour Into pots for ure, 

P aasiea Renting a house and | Paving taxes does 


not give s foreigner the right to yote in this country; 
he must firet of aj] obtain naturalization papers by 
potnes hve Porat ‘oreizn Secretary and proving thst he 
resided im the United K fer five yeare ; ho 
must state these places of residence, give the dates of 
his removal from the one place to another , say how 
many children he bas, when and where they were born, 
Seem become a subject of 











Patrzior.—At Bronker’s Sprit, a party of 250 men of 
the 94th Regiment escorting some ?— wore fired 
upon whilo standing off guard by a large party of 
Boers, and the bulk of them shot down before they 
could rotaliste ; at Laing’s Nek, an ugly pass in the 
mountains, the British failed to dislodge the Boers and 
retired with heavy loss, thelr opponents refraining 
from following them into the open ; at Jugogo River 
the Boers were again advantageously posted behind 
—— and once more the British had to retire 

with heavy less after being twelve hours uw dar 
fire, but did so without drawing their enemy after 
thera ; finally at Majuba Hill, £50 Brit'sh mixed troopr, 
after an exhaust all-night walk through a roof- 
country and up a ons mountain, lay cown om 
top of it, shaped @ sugar-basin, where the xy were 
exposed for sous ated to fifteen hours to the conoen- 
trated fire of 2,000 Boer rifies, without belrg able to 
reply with any effect, their assailants, as on other 
occasions, being hidden, and having them o ore pletely 
at their mercy; two-thirds of the Sritish force were 
killed or wounded, 








Tax Lonpor READER ean be sent to any part of the 
world, post-free, Three-balfpence Weekly ; or Quarterly, 
One Shilling and Eightpence. The yearly subscription 
for the Monthly Part, including Chr Port, ia 
Right Shillings and Eighpence, post-free, 


Art Back Nouwpers, Parts and Vorcmes are in 
print, and may be had of any Bocksellers, 


NOTICH.—Part 462 1s Now Ready, price Sixpence, 
post free Eightpence. Also Voi. II., bound is 
cloth, 48. 6d. 


Tue INDEX ro Vor. LXXIL fe now Ready; Prica 
One Penny, post-free, Three-Halfpence. 


Avc Lerrers To st ADDRESSED TO TEE Eprron 
or Tue Lonvon Rzeapun, 26, Catherine Street, Strand, 
W.0. 


ea We cannot undertake to return rejected manu» 
scripts 


DOMESTIC § SERVANTS WANTED iN GANADA, 


For villages, towns, cities, aud in the country dis 
trictsa. Advice may be obtained in the Unit ed Ki nga: om 
from Government Agents and in Canada from Govern. 
ment Agents. Ladies’ Committees are also formed in 
many places in Canada. Apply for pamphlets and all 
information s pe lied giatis AD d post free, to the High 
Commissioner for Canada, i7, Victoria Stroet London, 
S.W.; alzo from the Allan, Dominion and Elder Demp- 
ster Steamship Co.'s, or their local Avenis, and the 
Canadian Pacific Railway Company 























They at once check the O ough 
and remove the cause. 


| 
Ht | 
|| TheUnrivailed 





One Lorenge alone relieves, 
Bold everywhere, Tins 134d, each. 


Keatings Jozenges 


How to Play the Piano. 


Unique Tutor by PROF. MUNEO. 


This a. tutor faxed tisttuctor) is comprehensive, fl} 














music size, as simple as A! It enables anyone, with ov 
without previcuas knowledge of weal ic, to learn in less than one 
week to play the piano or Organ dbeantifally, accompany gongs in 
ail keys, improvise, and play dance music, Most at 





maendad to all music lovers by the Heck bly Ties ona 
Abostately my Mowe unable ase time aaver ard pleasure-give 
now become irareedi ately your own accompanist, eto, ‘Everyon " 7) 
charmed with is, Post free, Ss. 6d. ‘4 


VOICE PRODUCTION AND SINGING. 


New Treatise based on the true Italian method, showing how ta 
breathe, produce, and preserve the voice; also bow to phrase and 
sing with ease, rood taste and effect. Very highly recommended 
yy. eminent sathoritiecs. — table to a) Singers, Clergymen sn@ 

‘blic Speakers, Port free, I %, 


THE TEMPLE PUBLISHING CO., 
4%e, Bell Yard, London, W.C. 





KE ats) LEY So year: KER yM 


; WIDOW WELCHS 
FEMALE PILLS: 


jeune Bs pg ~ ot Merits for : Gure ox irregnularitice, 
al e They havs the approval o1 
the se Medica Profession Beware of f Imiiarions, The ony genuine 
are in Whte og aap Wra *, Boxes, ls. 1%4.and ty, od., of all 
Chemists. 9. 04 contain 6 three tixses the pillx. Sent i 
op gooviat of Mors searnye, by the rope and G, KBA MST 
Weetninster, fold i the Oviontes, (Sole White 
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POPULAR 


CHRISTMAS AMUSEMEN 


AND THE 


OLD, OLD ANTIDOTE. 


One of the greatest unsolved PUZZLES this Yuletide is—Find 
a better remedy than 


What a lot of real pleasure a man FORFEITS at Pehrmiiaas 
by neglecting his : 

If Father Indigestion and Mother 
CARDS, dismiss them with 

If there is anything goes off better than BONBONS this 
merry season, it is boxes of 

Not uproarious and ever varying like a PAN TOMIME, but 
quiet and searching, is the acting of . 

For speedily CONJURING away Biliousness and Keine 
Headache there is nothing like 

The sale of other remedies is a mere BAG ATEL LE as 
compared with that of 


Osculations under the MISTLE TOE are sc scarcely more popular 
than Xmas interviews with 


A million tongues could nears: join in “CAROLS of peeioe 
of the wonders of 


Nightmare present their 


For downright clever ACTING recommend me to a box of 


One of the latest CONUNDRUMS is, What is the difference 


betw een a snowman and 
(One is just the thing for outside fun ; the other just * ne thing for ins side work. ) 


What a number of real LIVING PICTURES owe their healthy 
looks to 


After your sumptuous CHRISTMAS DINNER | you should 
on no account forget your 
What more useful article could be cilleaah toa “CHRIS TMAS 
TREE than a box of ; : ; ; 
As certain as SNOWBALLS hit da wrong spot, so sure Is 
the right spot touched by 
I{undreds of STORIES will be told this Yuletide of the 
marvels of ; : : : i : 


Beecham’s Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills! 
Beecham’s Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills ? 


Beecham’s Pills! 
Beecham’s Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills ? 
Beecham's Pills. 
Beecham’s Pills. 


After allis said and done, one of the bests CHRISTMAS BOXES you can have is a box of — 


BEECHAM’S PILLS. 
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